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k 4 nuſt to day your — prepare 

For a plain Engliſh Treat of homely Fare : 
We neither Bilque, nor Ollias ſhall adwance 
From Spaniſh Novel, or from French Romance ; 
Nor ſhall we charm your Ears, or feaſt your Eyes 
With Turkey-Works, or Indian RK arityes : 

But to plain Hollinſhead and down-right Stow 
We the coarſe Web of our Contrivance owe, 

Since Laces, Ribbands, and ſuch Modiſh geer 
Fetcht from abroad are now forbidden here, 
Amongſt thoſe Forreign Toys (for ought we know) 
Fine Plots for Plays may be included too. 
Creece, the firſt Miſtreſs of the Tragick, Muſe, 
 Tograce her Stage, did her own Heroes chuſe ; 
Their Pens adorn'd their Native Swords ; and thus 
What was not Grecian paſt for Berbarous. 

On us our Country the ſame duty lays, 

And Engliſh Wit ſhould Engliſh Valour raiſe. 
Why ſhould our Land to any Land ſubmit 

In choice of Heroes, or in height of Wit ? 

This made him write, who never writ till now, 
Only to ſhew what better Pens ſhould do. 

And for his Pains he hopes he ſhall be thought 
(Though abad Poet, ) a good Patriot. 
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ThePerſons. 


King Richard the third. 

Queen Dowager of Edward the fourth. | 
Princeſs Elizabeth, Daughter of Edward theifourth.. . 
Earl of Richmond, Crown'd Henry the ſeventh. 


Earl of Oxford. Lord L ovel. 

Lord Stanly, Sir William Catesby. 

Lord Strange his Son. __... |Sir Richard Ratclife. 

Lord Chandew of Bretany. | Miles Forreſt. 

Sir William Stanly. The Priour of Litchfield. 

Mrs. Stanly. | A Captain.. A Lientenant. 

Charlot,Page to thePrinceſs. | Souldiers, Guards, and Ate 
AC La tendants. 


The Scenes, are laid in the Head-quarters of K ing Richard, 
and the Earl of Richmond, when they are in. ſight. of 


one another. 
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Enter King, Lord-Lovel, Sir William Catesby, Sir Richard : 
Ratclife; with Guards and Attendants.. 
Kine. ''F 
Of him, who rules above, the cheifeft care : 
Por Richmond, whom in vain fo long I ſought, 
WhomlT with half my Realm had: gladly bought, 
Is (paſt retreat_) brought home to my own door :- 
Heaven could not give me, norl covet more ! 
Fond Boy ! what:madneſs with ſuch fatal ſpeed - 
Undermy Juſtice haſtens thee to bleed ? 
I owe thy Frenzy to my: kinder Stars, 
Who thus conclude my dangers, and my wars. - 
L. Lovel. The Powersabove ar2 now ambitious grown © 


To bribe your Fayour, and preſerve your Throne 3 
A 3 Thy 


® 


He World muſt now confefs, that Monarchs are 


(2) 


"They give you Richmond; and in giving him 


They from the power of chance your Crown redeem : 
Should the world joyn this Kingdom todevour, 
It would not weaken, but declare your power. 

. Catesby. Tumultuous, and Unarm'd their Forces are, 
And fit to make a riot, not a war : 


[The Crown tempts Richmord, like a =y Fly, 
/Which dazled with the flame does in it dy. 


As Juſtice here below, ſo Heaven does bitnd 
Their eyes,whoſe execution is deſign'd. 

King. I both his raſhneſs and his weakneſsknow z 
But thoſe, who now are weak, may ſtronger grow 


'I therefore have ſuch preparations made, 


As form an Army fitter to invade 


"Whole Kingdoms, then to quella giddy Rout 


Of half-ſtarv'd Fugitives, newly thruſt out 
From Forreign Lands: Poor Worms! they ſhall not long 
Attetd their Fate. Treaſon though ne're {o young, 


And weak, ſhould not be dally'd with, but muſt, 


When firſt it buds, and in the ſhell be cruſt. 
Ratclife, Great Sir, theſe Fugitives will ſoon afford 

More busineſs for your Heads-man, then your Sword: 

But "tis not now their number, northeir armes, 

That they confide in 3 they have other charms, 

Which draw into their Circle, and bewitch 

All thoſe, whom either diſcontent, or Itch 


Of novelty makes apt to be undone 5 


The Lady EPsabeth's weak right they own 

To ground their Treaſon on : they boldly frame 
All Orders, Warrants, Summons in her Name. 
And thus the eafie Welch (a Nation ſoon 


'Stirr'd up, and then again as ſoon laid dewn) 


Caught with this Quail-pipe to their Camp reſort, 
And with Proviſions the legn Troops ſupport. 


Catesby, Young Richmond does himſelf her Champion own, 


And brags, his bus'neſs is to place the Crown 


-On that young Lady's head, at leaſt to dy 
In the attempt, King. O rare Knight-Errantry / 


= 


| (3) 
By theſe degrees he would himſelf prefer 

Firſt to eſpouſe her Quarrel, -and then Her. 

But this bold Youth ſhall feel, that he is more 
Out-match't in Wit, and Policy, . then Powe : 

She ſhall be crown'd, and marry'd z but by thee, 
Young Fool / nor crown'd, nor marry'd ſhall ſhe be ; 
For when ſhe wears a Crown, thoult want a Head ; 
Thou in thy Grave, ſhe in her Marriage-Bed 

At the ſame time ſhall lye. Catesby; Sir, will you give 
Meleave to ask how your»pretentions thrive,- 

And what impreflion they have made upon 

That Lady's heart £ She cannot be all Stone, 

And ſtill make anſwer with a ſullen No, 

When ſo much Power, and Eloquence hall woo. 


King. Something tow'rds Conqueſt inthe Siege is dor.e; - * 


For in the Queen1 have the out-works won g 
But the main Fort is ſach a ſtabborn Rock, - 
As does all Parlies, and all Stormings mock. 
L. Lovel. .The Mother gain'd is more then half the day 3+ 
A Daughter's duty muſt not diſobey; 
And thetwo greateſt Powers at once withſtand 
Both of a Mother,and a King's Command. 
Catesby. Thispreſent junQure of 'affairs requires - 
A ſpeedy anſwer to your juſt defires : - 
You muſt thoſe ſtrict Formalities lay by: 
Which cuſtom pays to Virgin Modeſty g 
For now the publick- ſafety does perſwade- 
To court herlike a Widow; not a Maid. - | 
King. Iknow, how much depends on this diſpatch ; - 
The Peace of Nations reſts upon our match : 
I, and the Rogen can no longer ſtay ; 
Andif ſhe wi 


not love, ſhe muſt obey, - * Brter Lord Stany. 


SCENA.- 


(4) - 
'SCENA IL 


King, Lord Stanly, Lord Lovel, Catesby, Ratclife, 
and Lord Strange, &c. 


Catesby. Sir, my Lord Stanlyisarriv'd. _ King. My beſt 
Of Friends! O, let me lodge thee in my breaſt, 
The Perſon of the World moſt coveted 7 
For my occaſions want thy Hand, and Head, 
Thy Councel, and thy ACtion. L. Stanly. Sir, to,you 
All, that I can, all, had I am, 1s due. 
King. You now may ſhew it, Stavly in defence | 
Of yaur beſt Friend 3 For Richmond with pretence 
Of right as weak,as his ſtarv'd Forces are, 
Invades the Land; whom nothing but deſpair, 
Or hunger could have thruſt on this delign, "IG | 
Unleſs ſome Traitors here Thould.with him j Joyn.. 7 
L. Sta#ly. Poor Muſhrom'!' His ſhort date of Life isout, 
Since all his hopes are in the fickle Rout ; 
Whoſe Favour is more various, then the Winds, 
Whoſe Fortunes are more deſp'rate, then their Minds. 
But when your conqu'ring Army comes in fight, 
You'l find them fit for ſlaughter, not for fight. 
Of this a ſignal proof now brought me hither; 
For having notice there was drawn together 
A numerous body of the Borderers 16 
'T wixt Cheſt. ire, .anl- North-Wales : urgdby my fears, EF oat 
Leſt, unſuppreſt at firſt, this little'Flame ©. _ EIS 
Grown wider might: become lO) fierce to-tame, 
I {trait did haſten to their Rendezvous : '' 
And,-leſt 1 ſhould the fair advanti age loſe, 
I did not for your Royal Order wait : 
And, Sir, the i{lue was proportionate 
Both to my Zeal, and Juſtice of your cauſe - 
For npw our Swords have left them to your Laws. 
King. 'My Lord, this ſervice to the full does ſhew 
How much a King may to his Subject owe: 


( 


For 


(s) 
For Richmond theſe, and theſe had Richmond prop't, 
Had not your Handthis budding Treaſon crop't. 
And now, my Lord, I hope, your Forces are 
Advancing hither , ForlT ill can ſpare 
About my Perſon, and within my call 
Such Troops, as yonrs, and ſuch a General. 
L. Stanly. You are my Sov'raign (Sir) a double way ; 
Your Wiſdom, and your Power bear equal ſway: 
But, Sir, I fear th efteQ, if we ſhould joyn, 
And all our Strength within one Camp confine. 
You know, the Power by the Invader brought 
(Compar'd to yours) will ſcarce deſerve your thought, 
Much leſs your Fear : He all his hopes does place 
Upon the Riſiongs of the Populace, 
And thinks, his Snow-ball rowling to, and fro, 
Though (lender yet, to Bulk and Weight may grow : 
If this be true, judge how important them 
Divided Bodies are of choſen Men, 
Who by their ſeveral motions may prevent 
Riſings, and Succours tothe Rebels ſent. 
King. So let it be : I muſt confeſs, my Lord, 
Your reaſons are convincing, as your Sword. 
Honour's your Miſtreſs; and I clearly ſee, 
You mean to rob me of the Victorie, 
And make her wholly yours. L. Sterly. Sir, I deſign 
The Glory to be yours, the Hazard mine. 
King. Hazard, and Glory are ſo linkt together, 
| That without both I can pretend to neither. 
But how does your indulgent Lady bear 
This raſh Invaſion of her Son? I fear, 
That Treaſon countenanc'd by Nature may 
In a weak Mother's heart too ſtrongly ſway. 
L. Stanly. The ſecrets of her Mind ſhe only knows 3 
{ her, but not her Paſſions did eſpouſe. 
King, I dread her, as a dang rous Enemy, 
Who inthe arms of my beſt Friend does lye. 
L. Stanly. Her thoughts are free, but by a truſty Guard 
From all diſloyal Atts her Perſon's bar'd : 
B Nature 


=o 
Nature her ſelf ſhall be divorc't from me, 
When ſhe rebels againſt my Loyaltie. 

King. My Lord, your great Example may improve 
All my beſt Subjects in their Faith, and Love. 
And here you have a Son fit to inherit 
All that is yours : So far his early Merit 
Into my Favour isadvanc'd, that I 
Am not at eaſe without his Company 3 
He ſhall remain, though you are forc't from hence 5 
His (tay muſt your departure recompence. 

L. Strange. His meaning is, I muſt his Pris'ner be : 

apart” Love is the fouleſt Mask of Crueltie ? 

L Staxly. 1 doubt, your Favour's too much antedate 
His Merit. King. Fearit not. My Lord, as late : 
Whilſt you ſtay here, ſome of your timeI know, 

You muſt on Bus'nefs, and your Friends beſtow. Ext. 


Lf, Stanly and Strange. 
SCENA ITE. 


King. Unhappy fate of Monarchs ! that we muſt 
Often depend on thoſe, we molt diſtruſt. 
But of this Loyal Rhet'rick (pray) how much 
In your opinions will endure the touch 2 
Catesby. Sir, I believe 'tis in his Power to be 
Your greateſt Friend, or your worſt Enemie : 
The ſoftneſs of his words makes but that ſound 
With which all hollow Bofoms moſt abound ; 
But his late Attions, I.confeſs, have gain'd 
My Faith to think his honefty not feign'd : 
The rifing Borderers by him fuppreſt, 
That he is ſound at heart give awple teſt, | 
King. Methinks, his greatunwillingneſi to joyn 
Forces together argues ſorhe defign - . 
And yet I muſt confeſs his reafonsare 
Of weight, and fitted go the Rules of War. 
L. Lovell, Sir, my Lord S#razge will for his Father be - 
A good collateral ſecuritiez = 


He 


CS (7) 

He ſets ſuch value on his young Son's Head, 

That he'll ne're pawn it tobe forfeited. 
King. I know this bus'nefs has a ſmiling face z 

But, LoveZ, watchful prudence cannot trace 

The ſubtle ways of a difſembling Heart : 

I am well read in that myſterious Art, 

And can diſcern where all my danger lyes : 

Mines have deſtroy'd more Towns, than Batteries. 

Enter Sit William Stanly, 


SCENA IV. 


Sir William $tanly. Sir, the raſh Foe all your defires fulfills 

The Native Fortreſſes of Wales, the Hills, 

Which only could his certain Fate prolong, 

He madly ha's forſaken ; and the Throng | 

Have croſt the Severn, Kirg. Happy news! at laſt 

Our little Ceſar Rubicon ha's paſt. 

Either he acts the part of a mad Lover, 

Or hopes, his R aſhneſs may his Weakneſs cover. 
Sir Will. Stanly. Let him come on, he, what he ſeeks ſhall have, 

Since Engliſh ground beſt likes him for a Grave. 
King. Sir William Stanly 'tis beneath your Fame 

In War to fly atſuch ignoble Game - 

Thefe Vipers want their Teeth. But I muſt aſk 

Your powerful aid in a much harder taſk. 
Sir Will, Stanly. Nothing is hard to me, when you command. 
King, Confirm me 1n that nope- I underſtand, 

You o're your Siſter have no little power ; 

She waits upon the Saint whom I adore. ' 

Procure her Mediation for my Love ; 

If ſhe in the defign ſucceſsful prove, 

You ſhall be leſs my Subject, then my Friend; 

My Gratitude ſhall all your Hopes tranſcend. | 
Sir 77:ll. Stanly. Reward did never yet wy duty move 3 

And Iam no good Advocate for Love. 

But, Sir, my prompt Obedience ſhall fulfil 

All your Commands, and help my want of ſkill. 


B 2 King. 


(8) 
King. That Love, from her which you obtain for me, 

With double Int'reſt ſhall rewarded be. Sf fhi 

[Exit King, Lovel, Catesby, Ratchfe. 
Sir Wil. Stanly When Nature form'd this Monſter, ſhe deſign a 
ſolws. No lefs, then the deſtrution of Mankind. 

His Enemies but poorly fatisfie _ 

The Hunger of - his Rage, which ſeeks ſupply 

Een from his neareſt Blood, and his own Bed : 

His Wife was poyſon'd, and his Nepheys bled 

To feed the Wolf. His Friends are kept alive, 

As Indians cramm'd for Sacrifice ſurvive. 

And now this Monſter both in Crimes and Shape, 

On faireſt Innocence deſigns a Rape.. 


Enter the Princeſs croſring the Stage from ber own lodgings to-the- 
Dueen's Appartment : Inpaſiing by Sir Will. Stanly ſpeaks to: 


his Siſter maiting upon the Princeſs.. . 


Siſter, a word. Mrs. Stanly. 1 inſtantly will come. 


Mrs. Stanly leaves the Princeſs in the Queens Appartment, and. 


returns to ber Brother, 


SCENA V. 


[ this Room: 


Mrs. $t4z. Now,Brother,what's your will ? Sir I. Stan.T hope, 
Is private, and ſecure. Mrs. Stanly. You need not fear 
An ambuſh ; no cloſe Spies can harbour here. 
But whence this Caution? Sir W2/, Stanly, Wonder not; I bring 
A ſtrict Commiſſion for you from the King. . 
You muſt his Miſtreſs gain 3 then happy we /7 
I ſhall a Prince, and you a Princeſs be. 
Mrs Stavly. Tis the great Art of Kings for their Intents- 
To make right choice.of proper Inftruments 
But ours ha's grofly fail'd in his own. Trade. | 
Pray, bid him chuſe again. Sir Fil), Stanly. You can perſwade 
The Princeſs. Mrs. Stazly. No: I love him not ſo ma 
Nor her ſolittle. Sir #51. Stanly. But have Gifts no Spell 
Tocharm your Heart, and dazel your young Eyes ?. * 
Is, 
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_ Mrs, Stanly. Him, and his Gifts I equally deſpiſe. _ 
Sir Will. Stanly. You ſerve your Miſtreſs, making her a Queen. 
Mrs. Stanly. Brother, you know her not : Bat, had you been 
In preſence at her ſecret Vows today, 
You would not dare to think what now youſay. 
Her Honour, and Revenge ſhe values ſo, . 
That ſhe for them will Crown and Life forgo. | 
Sir Will. Stanly, You have her favour, and at leaſt may try 
If ſhe will yield a little and comply. 
Mrs. Stanly. Such is ber Horrour of him, that no Age 
Did ſo much Beauty ſee with ſo much Rage. 
This undertaking would too dearly.coſt, 
For, next the Tyrant, ſhe would hate me moſt. 
Sir Will. Staxly. Siſter, with equal Joy great proofs [ find. 
Both of your faithful, and her generous Mind. 
And now ſuppoſe, that I a Champion ſhow, 
Who will, and can deſtroy her powerful Foe 3 
May this bold undertaker hope to prove,. 
As 1n her cauſe, ſucceſsful in her.Love ? 
| Mrs. Stanly. In common Juſtice ſhe can donoleſs, 
Then love the Authour of ſuch happineſs. 
Sir Will. Stanly. Will ſhe that powerful Paſſion for him own, 
Which mingles Souls, and makes two Lovers one ? 
So higha work-ſhould be as highly paid ; 
Who kills the Dragon maſt enjoy the Maid. 
Mrs. Stanly. Now.you come on too faſt : For he muſt wear 
Of Royalty the ſacred Character, 
| Who without Sacriledge attempts to be 
; At ſuch a holy ſhrine Love's Votarie. . 
Sir Will. Stanly. Siſter, you talk in a Romantick ſtrain 
Pray, ſpare your Metaphors, and be more plain. 
Mrs. $tazly. Brother, the Queen, and Princeſs! [ Exter the 
Sir Will. Stanly, Let us go, Queen, and the Princeſs} 
For I have muchtoſay, and you to do. 
Princeſs, Madam, your pardon and. your leavel pray 
To ſpeak one word with her. @xeer. Daughter, you may. 
The Princeſs talks in private with Mrs, Stanly, and the Queen 
advanceth forwards upon the Stage. 
Queen. 


(10) 
9neen, To what extremes am I reduc'd by fate ? 

I giveto him, whom mortally I hate, 

Her, whom my heart loves moſt ! It muſt be fo - 

To fave a child, I muſt oblige a Foe / 

The unconcern'd may the World's Cenſure weigh 

I Nature, and Neceſlity obey. 

Let Honour's Laws be ſcan'd by Rules of Art ; 

None, but poor Mothers know a Mothers Heart ! 

The — comes forwards tothe Qneen. 


Exennt Sir William Stanly and Aitris Stanly. 


SCENA VI. 


®Pneen, Well may our Patience, Daughter, be admir'd, 
Which ha's the Tyrant and Heaven's Anger tir'd. 
For in the King you now a Lover meet, 
Who lays himſelf, and Scepter at your feet. 
My Heart with ſwelling Joy is larger grown, 
To think my Blood ſhall repoſleſs the Throne z 
To ſee our wither'd Hopes ſpring forth a new, 
Whilſt all our Ruines are repair'd in you. 

Prin. Madam, your Joy more then my own, I prize, 
When from a lawful cauſe your Joy does rile : 
But, Madam, yet I cannot find our Fate 
Of the old Rigour does the leaſt abate. 
Till Heaven's flow Juſtice ſhall ordain a way 
With his own Blood to make this Tyrant pay 
What he ſo barb'rouſly ha's ſpfr of ours, 
In wonted Sorrows we mult ſpend our Hours  - 
Ofthe leaſt joy ſhould we beguilty found, 
\We both our Honour, and our Duty wound. 
' 2ueen. Long have we mourn'd the Dead, yet all our grief 
To them, orto our ſ{<lves brings no Relief : On 
Totheir cold Aſhes 'twere a fond reſpect, 
The ſafety of the Living to neglect. 

Prix, It that ſafe way to Infamy ſhall lead, 
I cather chuſe the Paths of Death to tread. 
£xcex, The name of Infamy can it deſerye, 


- 
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To follow Nature, and our ſelves preſerve? 
} Prin, Nature abho'rs, that you ſhould call him Son, 
Who ha's your Childrenrob'd of Life, and Throne. 
Dneen, Do not thoſe wounds of Fate to mind recall; 
Becauſs we much have loſt, muſt we loſe all ? 
If we have ſuffer'd Ship-wrack, and our beſt 
Veſlels are ſunk, ſhall we not fave the reſt 2 
Prin. Alas ! are the reſt ſav'd, when you commit 
Them to that Tempeſt, which the others ſplit ? 
Dxeen. Repentance turns that Tempeſt to a Calm, 
Prin. That Calm may ſoon relapſe, and grow the ſame 
Tempeſt again,ſ{welling the Purple Flood 
Both with the Brother's, and the Siſter's Blood - 
A Calm and Tempeſt mingle in this Wooer, 
The Calm betrays, the Tempeſt does devour. 
Dneen, Truſt to a Mother's Judgment. The ſure teſt. 
Of Princes meanings ts their Intereſt. 
That very Cauſe, which mov'd his Crueltie 
Againſt my Sons, inclines him now to be 
As kind to you : his Paſſion muſt be true ; 
In courting you he courts his _— to0. 
Prin, Shall then the Butcher of our Familie 
By me, and by my love protected be ? 
Two Paricides did his foul hands imbrue, 
When he his Soveraign in his Nephew ſlew. 
Shall I be Inſtrumental to make good 
His Power cemented by my Brothers Blood ?. 
No Madam); If it be my Fate to prove 
The object of his Cruelty, or Love, 
It ſhall not be my choice to have a Room 
In his loath'd Bed, but in my Brother's Tomb. 
xeer,*Tis true, a Siſter's Love in ſome degree: 
May theſe tranfports of Paſſion juſtife 3 
Yet in a Siſter's Love you ſhould not ſmother 
The duty, which you owe a tender Mother. 
My Sorrows, as my loſſes, are not leſs, 
Then yours, though I their angry noiſe ſuppreſs 3 
Andthough I ſuffer not with blind. Deſpair. 


(12) 
A Mother's Grief to drown a Mother's care. 
Daughter, ſubmit : When I preſcribe the way 
Of ſafety, you in Duty mult obey. 
Prin, The way preſcrib'd does not to ſafety carry ; 
This Tyrant's Bed makes a bad SanQtuary. 
Qreen, Were you a private Perſon, did you ſtand 
Secure out of the reach of his Command, 
I ſhould agree with you 3 But 'tis your Fate, 
His Love to ſuffer, or to feel his Hate: 
No middle way can theſe Extreams avoid, 
By him you muſt be marry'd, or deſtroy'd. 
Prin, Joyn'd with my Brothers in their {Hent Grave, 
Lofing my Life, 1 ſhall my Honour fave. 
Dxeen, When you abandon Reaſon's ſteddy ground, 
Honour isnothing, but an empty ſound, 
'Tis a falſe light, at which fools gazing ſtand, 
Till they themſelves on their own ſhallows ſtrand. 
[_ Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Madam, the King does in your Lodgings wait. 
Queen, Tell him I come. Before it be too late, [_Exit Servant. 
Preterve your ſelf, and me; live, and obey : 
Throw not your Life, Heavens chiefelt gift, away. 


[Exit Qneen. 


Prin, A Mother, and a Tyrant joynto force 
My plighted heart to an unjuſt Divorce :- 
But, Richmond ! the Temptation of a Crown 
Shall not divert me, nor a Tyrant's frown : 
I'le follow thee, whom powerful Heaven does lead; 
To ſave'the living, and revenge the Dead. 


[ Exit Princeſs. 
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ACTUSIIL. 
SCENA PRIMA. 


Enter Sir William Stanly and Ars, Stanly, 


Mrs. Stanly. Run not fo faſt : you tread on ſlippery Ice, 
And on both fides lyes a vaſt Precipice. 
Sir Wzll. Stanly. My Stars have led me'on to hazard all ; 
And rather, then turn back again, I'le fall, 
Mrs. Stanly. The Raſh will periſh, and they fall unmourn'd 
And loſing Life, their memory is ſcorn'd. 
Attempts upon the King muſt fatal prove; 
Much more your Aims at the great Princeſs Loves 
Againſt ſo Potent Foes what can you do, 
The King, great Richmond, and the Princeſs too? 
Sir Will. Stanly. Thoſe Rivals ſhortly may themſelves deſtroy , 
And then why may notIthePrize enjoy ? 
When on their Ruines I ſhall raiſed be, 
It will be level ground 'twixt her. and me. 
Mrs. Stanly. Do not your thoughts on theſe Chimeras ſpend, 
Impoſlible both in their means and End. 
Could you as ſpeedily in fact ſubdue 
All thoſe great Powers, as now in thought you do, 
Yet you might ſooner ſcale high Heaven, then gain 
T hat Love. which wild ambition would obtain. 
Sir Will. Stanly. Ifto my courage ſhe her loſt Crown'owe, 
I may partake the Gift which I beſtow. 
Our Souls have equal Fineneſs: you miſtake, 
Thinking, our droffie Parts the Difference make. 
Mrs. 8tazly. Have you the Tyrant's ſtrength ? who arealone 
In Paſſion ſtrong, which we our Weakneſs owne. 
Conſult your Reaſon : *Tis a dangerous thing, 
Poor Subject ! to be Rival to thy King. 
Sir Will.Stanly. To Cowards talk of Danger : Love, and Fear 
In the ſame Heart JR TIO never WEres Lak 
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Mrs. Sta#lz. Dear Brother, theſe ſick Fancies, pray, remove : C. 


Know this laſt ſecret ; She does Richmond love. 
Sir Will. Stanly. Too late you telline this, when in one Flood 
The Poyſon runs about me with my Blood. 
Mrs. Stazly. Love and all madneſs, Brother, ever raign 
Much lefle about the Heart, then 1n the Brain : 
Lovers may blame their Stars, of Cxpid's Bow ; 
Here dwells the Heat, whence their Diſtempers grow. | Points to 
Thoſe, who are moſt poſſeſt with this Diſeaſe, her head. ] 
By Sleep, and cooling med'cines found their Eaſe. | 
Sir Will. Stanly. This ſharpneſs, Siſter, ought to be forborn ; 
My Sufferings aſk, your Pity, not. your Scorn. 
—"i | Enter the Princeſi and Charlot; 
Mrs Stanly. Here comes the Princeſs. Brother, pray, retire : 
Iwiſh, my Tears could quench your Raging Fire. 
[ Exit Sir William Stanly, 


; | 
SCENA IT. 
Princeſs, Mrs. Stanly, Charlot- 


Charlot. Madam, yield not to theſe tranſports of Grief, 
Until the cauſe proves worthy-your Belief : Re 
My-Judgment thinks him true. Prizceſs, Thou art a Fool, 
And of thine own plain Heart doſt makea Rule 
To meaſure others by : That ſudden Joy, 0 
Spred through the Court, too clearly does deſtroy: 

All promis'd Hopes from PU PETPoIous Lord. 

Char. My tender years ſmall Judgment can afford: . 

But grant, this Lord were true, yet he muſt uſe 
Thele Arts, and the misjudging-world abuſe. . 
His Loyal Purpoſes would not ſucceed, 
Unlefle in this dark Method he proceed. 

Mrs Stanly. The Tyrantto that Height of Power isgrown, 

That open Force can never pull him down; . 

He's to be conquer'd only by Surpriſe - 

Thoſe Arts muſt work his Fall, which made himriſe. . 
Who this Wild Bore adventures ta deltroy, . 
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Muſt Toiles, and Weapons both at once employ. | 
Prin, With raging Forces to deſtroy our Friends, 


Is a ſtrange method to effeCt our ends. 


Mrs. Stanly. Dark minds we muſt in Darkneſs overthrow ; 
Toblind the King, we-muſt be blinded too. | 
Char. A Publick Errour muſt our Work fecure ; 
Madam, with Patience then you may endure - 


Unpromiſing, and falſe Appearances, 


Which muſt be bad to gaina good Succeſs. 
Prin, Thy pretty Logick ha's a charming ſound, 

But the foundation wants a ſteady ground. 

Can Stanly be for Richmend,;and mvade 

The Friendly Succours riftng to his aid *- 

The myſtery I dread: This treach'rous Lord 

Revolts from Honour, and has broke his Word : 

Private Concern within his narrow Soul 

Does all the Care of Publick good controul ; 

And his unworthy Fear for his young Son 

(The Court's great Pledge) our busnefs has undone. | 
Mrs. Stanly. Ah, Madam, do not make this cruel haſte! 

With antedated Grief your Heart you waſte. 

He is my Brother 3 and my Blood Fm ſure, 

*Gainſt you no Taint of Treaſon will endure. 
Prin. All hopes are paſt; and we muſt ruin'd be, 

Since the whole World takes part with Tyrannie. 

Poor Richmond haſtens to his Fatal End, 

Loſt by his Courage, and a Treacherous Friend.[ Enter I Stanly. 
Mrs. Stanly. Behold my Brother ! It ishe, that muſt , 

Make your Griefcauſleſs, and your Fears unjuſt, 


SCEN. III. 


L Stanly. Madam, I hope, you'tpardon my delay 
In waiting on you this prepoſterous way 3 
Paying my firſt Debt laſt - which your Concern 
Only can juſtify. Prizceſs. By what I learn 
From the World's Voice, I rather difallow 
Your haſty boldneſs to CIT NOW. * 


- (16) 

Z. Stanly, Humble Petitioners without Offence _ 
(Though led by. thejr own Wants) approeh their Prigce': 
F whom your Service brings, may with leſle blame, 

And better Title the like Freedom clan. 
\ Prin. Place not on my Account what you have done: 
I, and the Tyrant are not yet all one. 

L. Stanly. You ſeem all one (pray, pardon what I ſay) 
When with Reproch my Services you pay. 

Prix. If other Payment youexpec, pray go 
To him, for whom theſe Services you do. 

E, Stanly. T never let to bire my Honeſty 5 
I neither paid, nor yet reproch't would be. . 

Prin, Are you ſo touch't.in Honour, my.good Lord, 
Who ſo apparently have broke your Word ? 

L. Stanly. May, I endure yours and your Vaſlals ſcotn,. 
When l infringe that Faith, which [ have ſworn. 

Princeſs, Theſe purging Imprecations let alane,, 

You have the Tyrant's thanks for what. is done. 

L. $tanly. | have deceiv'd the Tyrant and-you too ;., 

And I am thankt by bim, reprocht.by you :. 

Yet this deceit of mine may him dethrone, 

And, Madam, render yon your Fathers Crown... 
Thus blind all Cenſures are, until we know | 
Thoſe hidden Roots, whence outward Actions grow. 

Princeſs. Pray, end theſe Myſteries : Who d1d oppoſe: 
Thoſe Loyal Borderers, that. lately roſe 
Againſt the King? all Aids you did preyent. 
By that unſeas'nable difcouragement. _ 

L. Stanly. 1 did fuppieſs them, Madam; But 'twas.I, 

That rais'd them too. Princeſs. I cannot yet deſcry 
At what youaim. L. Stanly; Pray know, that by my own 
Confed'rates all that riſing was begun 3 
Which I contriv'd oply to be _ſuppreſt: . 
This Art 1 us'd, that in the Jealous breaſt 
Of our (uſpitious Tyrant I might gain: 
Such Truſt, as will our purpoſes obtain... - 
And, that you may reſerveno Jealous thought; , 
Here my. Credential Letters I have brgught, _ 
He delivers a Letter to the Princeſs, who reads it out« [Mac 
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Madam; The time draws neer, in which I ſhal either reſtore you 
to the Inheritance of your Fathers Crown, or dye a Martyr in your 
cauſe. My Devotion to your Pyſon, and the Juſtice of your Claint, 
raiſe my hopes into an Aſſurance of Succeſs, In the mean timeby the 
hands of my Lord Stanly, your conceal'd and faithful Servant, be 
pleaſed to accept this earneſt of his Conſtancy, who is Madam, Tour 
moſt devoted Servant. Richmond. 
Princeſs. My Lord, I know the hand ; and what to you. 
I did impute, that Blame becomes my due. 
Errours of Pafſion, not of Will, may find: 
An eaſte Pardon ina generous Mind. | 
L, Stanly. Madam your gootuneſs now confounds me more 
Then your unkind reproaches did before 3 
But your concernments now require my haſte, 
And make.the price of Time too great to waſte. . 
Yet, ere I part, I muſt with Joy relate 
Ot-our improving Cauſe the proſp'rovus ſtate ;. 
For your great Chief advances with a. Power 
Reſolv'd and Numerous, growing every hour 5 
Which {tll receives by a ſupply'd acceſs 
Of the Heroick Welcha fair encreaſe. 
And, Madam, from this Camp you ſoon will (ce 
His Flying Colours brave the Enemie. . 
Princeſs. His haſty Succours may advance too late.. 
L. Stax. Too latef how can that be ? Priv. The Tyrant's hate 
By a moſt Fatal Metamorphoſis 
Does in Love's Image his ill ſhape diſguiſe 3: 
Of which 1 dread the diſmal conſequence. 
L. Staxly. T he thoughts of his own Danger, and Defence - 
Will ſoon allay the crafty Lover's Heats. | 
Princeſs, Whilſt I am in his Power, no Fatal threats, 
That aim at him, can make my ſafety better ; 
For, when his danger's great, mine muſt be greater. . 
His bloody Temper urg'd by Jealoufde 
Will all his former cruelties out vie. 
L. Stanly. Madam, can Heaven for ſuch a Tyrant's ſake. 
Pervert their Juſtice, and you Guilty make ?. 
But is it true, that now the Queen does prove. 


(18) 
A Mediatour for the Tyrant's Love ? 
Princeſs. It is too true : A Mothers tender heart 
Does for my ſafety take the Tyrant's part. 
L. Stanly, Ha's ſhe forgot, what Guardian he has been 
. To her two Sons? Ha's ſhe not lately ſeen 
What Husband to his Wife he prov'd ? and can 
A Mother give a Daughter to this man ? 
Princeſs. My Lord, ſhe is my Mother ; pray, forbear. 
L. Stanly. I muſt not ſpeak what you are loth to hear. 
Princeſs. I fear, my Lord, that our great bus'neſs may 
Suffer ſome damage by your longer ſtay; 
And yet one minute more you muſt attend, 
Whilſt Ian anſwer to this Letter ſend. 
_ L. Stanly. Your fight with no mean Joy my heart does bleſs. 
Mrs. Stanly. Brother, your kindneſs makes my happineſs. 
Exeunt Princeſs and Mrs. Stanly. 


SCEN. IV. 


Lord Stanly, Charlot. 


L. Stanly. Sir, by the noble Richmond's ſtrict commands 

I am to leave this Letter in your hands. 
You are intirely happy in his grace; . 
I find you there poſleſs an envyed place. 

Charlot, 1 may preſume, that for ſo poor i thing, 
As Charlot, Envy cannot finda ſting. ” 

L. Stanly. Your Perſon I confeſs, ſhould alwaies pr ove 
The ſubjectnot of envy, but of love: | 
Nature does court you 3 and her Favourite 
Is for a Prince his kindneſs ever fit. | 

Charlot. My Lord, you quite miſtake me ; I was worſe, 
Then nothing, till my Effence from that Source 
Of goodneſs was deriv'd : From him I own 
Being, and Happineſs. Sothe kind Sun 
Smiles on a Clod of Earth after a ſhowre, 

And then prefers that Dirt into a Flower. 
L. Stanly. Your Perſon, and your Gratitude both ſhew 
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Your Patron juſt, when he iskind'tb you : 
I find, the Royal Princeſs too dots ſeem 
To give you the ſame place in her eſteem. 
Charlot. She does her gracious countenance afford 
To a ſlight Toy ſent to her from my Lord. 
L, Stanly. But in this jealous Court what Induſtry 
Has thus preſerv'd you from each watchful (ſpy ? 
Charlot. Their bus'neſs is above, I keep below: 
Beſides French Pages are the Faſhion now. 
But pray, my noble Lord, what numbers join 
Of French Noblefs to favour our Deſign ? 
L. Stanly. 1 durſt not publick in their Camp appear, 
But of a Breton Lord much Famel hear ;- [ Charlot 
He's Chandewcall'd. What's this? ſomthing I find ſtarts.” 
By your chang'd face, has diſcompos'd your mind. 
Charlot. My Lord, T hope you will not think it ſtrange, 
That in my troubled breaſt you ſee this change : 
Impreſſions, ſuch as theſe, areoften wrought, 
When abſent Friends and Country fill our thought. 


Such fits will quickly vaniſh. Butl fear, 


That our attendance we too long forbear. | , 
L. Stanly. Charlot,'tis well advis'd ; Pray, ſhew the way. - 
Exeunt L. Stanly and Charlot. 
Enter again Charlot reading the Letter. 
My Charlot, Ibeg the continuance of thy kindneſs, in being the 
faithful Interpreter and Promoter of my Paſſion to our adored Prin- 
ceſc. Charlot ſhuts the Letter ſuddenly. 


Charlot. Dear Paper / Ito thee this Homage pay, , [ k3/es the 
Though Iin thy contents already find Letter ] 
A Warrant for my executior1 fign'd ; 

Which I muſt ſerve upon my ſelf, and be-- 

The inſtrument of my own Deſtinie. - 

Though I am thus condemn'd, yet Inot grudge - 

To kiſs the Sentence, and adore the Judge: - 

I only pray, my Puniſhment may be 

Kept ſecret, and exempt from infamie : 

Alas ! my hopesare vain 3 for how can : | 
, Conceal 


(20) 
Conceal a Daughter from a Fathers eye ? 

My Fault's too —_ for Pardon, I allow. 

YetTI as great a Penance undergo : 

Since aſſiſt my Rival to poſſeſs 

That, which poſſeſt, deſtroys my Happineſs. 

Grant,Heaven./ at leaſt, that I may part from hence 

As clear in Honour, as in Innocence. [ Exit Charlot. 


SCEN. V. 


Enter King, Queen, L*Strange, and Attendants, 
King. Well, Madam ; will ſhe yield ? 2zeer. I did not ſpare 
My labour to reduce her, nor my care. 
Patience muſt this to happy iflue bring. 
King, Patience isnot the Virtue of a King. 
It will eoncern you, and your Daughter too, 
Not to become too tedious. B&xeer.. Sir, you woo 
In a ſtrange Language. King. I muſt change my courſe. 
Lneen, Nothing does lefs confiſt with Love, then Force. 
King. Call Stanly, and his Sifter. The Idle may 
In lingring Courtſhiptrifle out the Day -< 
Slow Treaties will to ſtormings him oblige, 
Who leiſure wants to take the Fort by Stege. 
Princeſs. In exigents of State, or Rage of War 
Sudden diſpatch, and Force conducing are; 
But Sir, in love-concernments they deſtroy 
The chicfeſt Bleſhng, that you would enjoy. 
King. Madam, theſe tedious forms deſtruCtive grow : 
T he fatety of my Crown they overthrow. 
Lize a bold Suitour Richmond marches on, 
And by pretending Love to Strength is grown : 
When Kingdoms ſuch Convulſfton-fits endure, 
We muſt not complement about the Cure. [ Exter Sir W:ll. Stanly 
Stanly, have you perform'd, what I enjoyn'd ? 
Sir W. Stan.1 have obey d you, Sir. King. But do you find 
Good Symptoms of Succeſs? Mrs. Stanly. What ſhall I ſay?[ apart. 
Sir IF, Stan, Sir I have done my part. Kirg. ThenlI muſt lay, 
Madam, 
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Madam, the blame on you, if my defign [ To Mrs, Stanly, 
Miſcarry. Ars. Stanly. Sir, unleſs the Fault be mine, 

Your Juſtice will not puniſh me with blame. 
King. Ido not likethis Prologue. - Does my Flame 
Yet warm her Breaſt ? Ars. Stanly. Sir, ſhe condemns your haſte : 
And ſays, her time of mourning is not paſt 
For her two Brothers; and ſhe 2-758 that you 
(Your Queen ſcarce cold) ſhould be a mourner too : 
Then ſhe concludes it would great Scandal move, 
It two fo deep in Sorrow ſhould make Love. 
King. She thinks, it is too ſoon for me to woo z 

But does ſhe think it ſo for Richmond too ? 

Madam, you know her Boſom ; pray, be free : 

Is ſhe not warm to him, and cold to me? 

' Mrs. Stanly. Sir, you miſtake the Temper of her Heart ; 

Where grief holds all, Love can pretend no part. 

King. If ſhe be free from Love, her Duty may 

With leſs reluQtancy her King obey. 

I wiſh, I had more cauſe to ak your care 
In my concerns. Madam, your Brothers are 
My greateſt Friends : methinks, you ſhould inherit 
With their high Blood ſome of their loyal merit - 

Madam, be kind ; and let me not deſpair, 

That Heaven ha's made you good as well as fair. 

Madam,l will attend your Daughter ſtrait, [To the Queen, 

To learn of her mine,and the Kingdoms Fate, [ Exit King. 

L. Strange. Uncle farewel : would I might ſtay with you, 
Sir W, Stan. You muſt obey your King and Father too. | Ext 


| SFrange. 
SCENA VL 


9neen, Sir Will. Stanly, Mrs. Stanly. 


Queen. Did you not mark, how his contracted brow 


Did curle like Waves, which toa Tempeſt grow? | 
Sir W. Stan. Madam, this gath'ring Storm (if not withſtood) 
| Willend in a Prodigious Rain of Blood. 
Dneen, Too well I know ad theſe Signs preſage; 
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This Storm-on me, and mine will ſhortly rage. 

How often, cruel man ! muſtTbeſlain 

In every Child, and yet not end my Pain? 

Ere thou did(t tear away each tender ſhoot, 

Wculd thou hadſt laid thy Hatchet to the Root / 

Sir Will. Stanly. Madam, he wants the Bowels of a Man, 
Who ſees your Grief, and does not all he can, | 
In your Redreſs : When you my Sword command, 

'Twixt him, and yours I willa Bulwark ſtand. 

Deen, Sir, were your offer more, then complement, 

I' ſhould ſuch kindneſs to its worth reſent : 
But by his favours you are prepoſleſt, | 
And wear the Tyrant's Chains, though not oppreſt. 

Sir Will. Stan. Thoſe ſeeming favours, which he does impart, 
Are no true marks of kindneſs, but of Art : 

When he propitious to my Vows appears, 
He does but ſacrifice to his own Fears. 

Queen, Alas! I am not worth a-new deſign 
Of tarther ruine : You need not combine 
By ſubtle ways to draw me to my woe 3. 

Iam paſt falling now, Ilye ſo low. 

Sir Will. Stanly. Let allin Heaven and Earth, who ſacred be, 
Thegreat, and good, be Witnefles for me, 

That I to.you, and yours. will loyal prove. . _ _ 

Dneen. Such ardent Zeal, and ſuch a ſudden Love 
From him, who ſeem'd a Foe, muſt well be ſcan'd, 

Ere they by Force of Words my Faith command. 

Myrs. Stanly. T know my brother's Int"reſt, and his Heart :: 
His Paſtion wears no falſe diſgyiſe of Art. 

Bueen. It his deep Vows, and thoſe confirm'd by you, 
Should move my willing heart tothink them true 
What means has he from threatning Storms to free 
The ſmall remainder of my Familie ? 

Sir William Stanly. None cap be fay'dunleſsthey firſtbelieve : 
Madam the great deceiver Ile deceive © 
You cannot ſee the depthsof my'defjgo, 

But you ſhall hear it when I ſpring the Mine. 
Queer, Thele mighty Promiſes advanc'd by you: 
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Aſk time for thanks,and for acceptance too. [Exit Queer 
SCENA VII. 
Sir William Stanly, Mrs. Stanly. 


Mrs. Stanly. Brother, what's your Deſign? I fear, you move 
In theſe Attempts provok't by your raſh Love. 
Sir Will, $tan, Though Love be the great Cauſe,yet I ſhould do 
The fame by Honour mov'd and Juſtice too. 
Mrs, Stanly. Toſave true Princes from a Tyrant's doom 
Is that, which may a Stanly well become : 
But with unlawful Paſhon to invade 
W hat mutual Vows and Heaven have ſacred made, 
Will all the Glory of your Life deface, 
And tarniſh all the Luſtre of our Race. 
Do you not ſee the great Deſign of Fate, 
That peacefully would quench the fierce Debate, 
In which this harraſs'd Land too long ha's bled, 
By planting theſe two Roſes in one Bed ? 
Sir Will. Stanly. The truth of what you ſay I know too well ; 
But Love againſt my Reaſon does rebel. 
The Enterpriſe leſs difficult will prove 
To venguith Richard, then to conquer Love. 
Mrs. Stanly. Such hopeleſs Love no longer entertain 
The Saint, whom you adore, you but prophane - 
It will both mortal, and unglorious be, 
To touch the Fruit of this Forbidden Tree. 
Sir Will. Stanly. Though between me, and my Pretentions lyes 
A Chaos void of Poſhbilities, 
Yet I muſt on: Thoſe things, I mean to do, 
Shall make you ſay, I did not raſhly wooe. 
If Love's Religion Merit will allow, on 
He may find Grace, who ha's perform d his Vow. [_Exeunt, 
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ACTUS TERTIUS. 
SCEN.E. 


Enter Kine, Princeſs, I* Strange, Guards, * 


and Attendants. 


I* Strange The Tyrant now will our poor Princeſs bait 
apart.], With Kindneſs far more Cruel, then his Hate. 


7 


King. Madam, be pleas 


And with us all the Nation proſtrate lye, 
Begging the Honour of your Government. 

Prin. What youin pleaſant Rallery preſent, 
Your ſerious Conſcience knows, is all my Due 3: 
This with the reſt I muſt endure from you : 

And to the will of Heaven can reſign 

What you have raviſh'd both from me, and mine : 
Bat though you tye my Perfon, as your Slave, 

Yet let my Thoughts the common Freedom have ; 
The Thoughts of Pris'ners cannot be confin'd : 

No fetter'd Slave can love againſt his mind. 


King, Though I confeſs, that for the Publick Good: 


And ſafety of the Realm I have drawn blood 


(Heaven knows /) againſt my will, yet, Madam, you 


Are grown the greater T yrant of us two. 


TheRealm's inflam'd, and wounded 3 you may quench. 


This Inflamation, and the Bleeding ſtench. 
Though I am much unworthy of your Love, 

Yet England's Safety ſhould your Pity:move. 
Madam, your love vouchſaf'd to me ha's Charms, . 
Which can diſſolve all Enmities, and Arms - 

All our Divifionscloſe; the War is done, 

When Right, and Power conſent totjoyn in one. 
Prin, Sir, could your cruel Rhet'rick rudely chuſe 


d to et your Guards withdraw. 
Prin, My Guards ? And muſt their Pris'ner givethem Law? 
King. Madam, your are their Queen. Both theſe and 1, 
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No SubjeQ, but Compaſſion to abuſe >? 

Is Pity that, which you pretend-to teach 2 
O Sir / that you had praQRis'd:what you preach! 
Then had you not the Royal Plants cut down, 
To clear your Paſſage to the ſacred Crown. 


The Blood you ſpilt, provokes /Heaven's ſtriking Flame, 


Whoſe long Forbearance takes but ſurer aim. 
King. Madam, I need not fear a Puniſhment -- 
Out of the Clouds: Heaven ſpares the Innocent : 

The Thunder, which I dread, does only lye 

In your contraGted Brow, or angry Eye. 

Repeal that Cenſure, which misjudgibg Grief 

Lays on the Guiltleſs, and gives ſmall Relief 

To your great Loſles, making thoſe my Crimes, 

Which wereeffeCts of the diſtrafted times. 

I mourn'd as much, as you, the haſty Fate 

Of that lamented Pair, whoſe lives ſhort Date 

I rather would have lengthen'd with my own, 

To be their SubjeR, then to wear their Crown. 
Prin, You robb'd me of my Blood, and Regal Dae 3 

Would you deprive me of my Senſes too ? 

My Reaſonis reverſt ! with me, alas ! 

Richard the third for a mild Prince muſt paſle ! 
King. Did you believe me Cruel at that rate, 

Which you pretend, you would not tempt your Fate 

By Provocations able to engage 

Patience it (clf into a bloody Rage. 

But, Madam, you are fafe ;I ſhall endure 

All your Diſtempers, and attend their Cure ; 

Your Int'reſt muſt at laſt your Paſſion ſway. 
Prix. My Int'reſt ſhallmy Honour ſtill obey 3: 

Which abhors him, who does uſurp my Crown 
King. Madam, by Title juſtly tis your own :- 

Take it, and wear it. WhenlI put it on, 

I av'd the Crown for you, you for the Crown. 


Prix.1 fear, your words contain lefſe Truth, then Art; 


For ſeldom ha's:your Tongue expreſt your Heart. 


King. My Tongue ſpeaks truth : Ionly beg the grace 


(26) 
To be your Subjet in the foremoſt places, 1. . 
That is, your Hugband, Princeſs. Iexpetted this, 
In theſe fair Flowers to hear the Serpent hiſs. 
King. When common Perſons marry, Paſſion may 
Dire their Choice, whilſt Fancy bears the ſway 3 
But with great Princes the wiſe Rules of State 
Muſt be as binding, as the Laws of Fate : 
T heir Inclinations by thoſe Rules muſt move $ 
The Publick Good's the center of their Love. 
Pris. For Publick Good, what you uſurp, reſign : 
Make me not yours by Force, but give me Mine. 
King. You ſay too much : Iſee, you'l rather prove 
The Subjet of my Juſtice, then my Love. 
Th' Invader Richmond is your loy'd Gallant, 
Whoſe Treaſon does not your allowance want. 
Prepare for marriage, or a Funeral ; 
Tobe my White, or not to be at all. 
Madam, you ſhall becrown'd 3, Chuſe and be wiſez  . 
Either for Empire, or for Sactifice. | | T0 
Prin, Spoke like yourſelf : I knew, the maſk of Lover - 
Would ſoon drop off, which did the Tyrant cover. [ Exit Prix. 
King. Through Rocks of Oppoſition this alone. {Pointing to 
Ha's hew'd my Paſſage to the craggy Throne... bis ſword 
Theſe hands (the ſharpeſt ſcythe ofrime) mow'd down. . 
All, that grew up between me, and the Crown. 
I did my Greatneſs to a Height advance 
Above the Stormy Region of wild Chance: 
And ſhall frail Woman, Natures ſlighteſt thing, 
Out-brave the Power of Death, and-fucha King ? 
I am but able to deſtroy, and kills . | 
She can do more, for ſhe enjoys her Will. 
Contempt of Lite does all Power overthrow 3 


'Tis Fear, makes Gods above, and Kings below. | Exter the Dutem, 


SCENA HI. 


9uces, Can it betrue, Sir, thatyour Fatal breath 
Has cruelly pronounc'd my Daughters Death 2 AL 
Can 
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Can yon ſo ſud denly degenerate * | 
From Love's ſoft Paſſion toa mortal Kita th 

King. Madam, more, then my Life, I ſtill love Her ; 
But I the Kingdom's weal to both prefer. 
Complain not of the Hardfhip you endure, 
Since your 1 hands contain preſent Cure. 

ueew, When Love his mefſa eto a Virg! rings, - 

a Patience lends him Feet, poet cli Ys A pi = 

King. With Patience, like Love's welt [ 6. born 
Not only ber Denials, but her Scorn: © -- 
It is not Modeſty, which makes her Cold ; 
Her Heart inſtead of Love does walice Nag! 
A guilty Paſſion ſhe does clearly — .. 
To him, who is her King's, and County s Foe. 

Dueen. If ſhe ſtood [> inclin' d, how can you doubt, 
But that a Mother's Eye would find it out ? 

King. Whether that igriorance; which now you ſhow, 
Be Real, or AﬀeCed, you beſt know :., 
To me her words, aud Aions both declare 
Which way her Inclinations byaſs'd are, 
The Traytour Richword holds ſo large a Part 
Within her Boſom, as excludes my | eart : s 
But in few hours I will Poſſefſion ger, 
And drive him thence; or e}ſe deftroy the Seat. 

Queen, O Sir ! paſs not a Judgment ſo ſevere, . 
Till the ſuggeſted Crime does more appear. 
If ſhe refuſe the Courtſhip of a Crown, 
She cannot {ſtoop a megner Flam eto owne 5 
Andquit the Glory fa Qu Oulenh, tolive., 
The obſcure Wife of a poor F ugitive. | 

King. But this ſtary'd Snake warm'd ode her bs Grace 
Invades the Land, and riſes in Lol Face. 
Madam, your wv $ Ge 


King. 
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- King. Madam, we loſe but time, whilſt you apply 

To the improper place your Remedy: , 

For the malignant part of this Diſeaſe - 

Lyes only in your Daughter's Stubbornelſs : 

Cure that, and ſhe no longer will be ſeen 

Her King's juſt Pris'ner, but the'Nation's Queen, [Exit K3ng. 
DOxeen, Which ſhall I call the Cruel], or the Mild, ; 

This bloody Tyrant, or my Stubborn Child ? | 

Both are alike reſolv'd, and aft their Part 

To break, and tear a tender Mothers Heart. 

She no Concern for Life does ſeem to owne, 

But Death accepts more gladly, then the Crown. 

I find the Charm, which does this Spirit raiſe ; 

Richmond, as Sovereign in her Boſom ſways. 


5 CE N. TH... "£1 | 
Nneen, Sir William Stanly. 


Sir W. Stanly. Madam, I come my Deſtiny to learn, 
Which wholly now depends on your Concern. 
The Danger of the Princeis draws too near 3 
The Tyrant does all marks of Fury wear. _ 
VVill you accept my Service? @zeer. Sir, I mult 
Confels, your faithful zeal deſerves my Truſt. 
Now I believe, you are ordain'd to be 
The great Preſerver of. my Familie. 


als 


And ſeal my Promiſe with my deareſt Blood. 

But now that we may take a ſpeedy Courſe 

By ſecret Practice, or by open Force 

To diſappoint the Tyrant, and purſue. , ._.. 

The Bus'neſs of your Safety, I muſt ſue. © 

For my Admiſſion to the Princeſs Ear + 

Some needful Orders I muſt have from her, 

Of high Importance to our work in hand. 
2xeen, Your Merit, and our Danger, Sir, command 


[ Enter Sir Will. Stanly. 


Your 
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Your ſpeedy fatisfaftion : But the King 
Muſt beat farther Diſtance, e're I bring 
You two together. His great Jealoufe 
With higheſt Caution muſt attended. be. 
Let us retire, and ſtudy, how we may 
Make perfe& your Deſign the ſafeſt Way. _ | 
Sir W. Stanly, Madam, you walk. apace from your Diſtreſs: 
Defigns well modell'd ſeldom want ſucceſs. 
The Fooliſh Crowd, who outfides only view, 
Givethat to Fortune, which 'is Wiſdom's Due. [ Exennt, 


SCENA IV. 
Enter Mrs. Stanly, and Charlot. 


Char. He robs her both of Crown, and Libertie / 
Can he the Gaoler of his Miſtris be £ 
To promiſe Love, and thus to break his Vow, 
Is all the Treaſon, that a King can do. 
Mrs. Stanly. He, like the worſt of Thieves, means fartheril ; 
For Tyrants after robbing always kill. 
The Sacrilegious Monſter will devour 
The Saint, whom he ſo lately did adore. | 
Char. Avert it powerful Heaven! ſuch Cruelty 
Muſt not live long, nor ſo much Vertue dye. 
Her glorious Champion now draws neer, and he 
Killing the Gaoler will the Pris'ner free. 
And, Madam, to divert the painful thought 
Of her Reſtraint, I have ſome muſick brought : 
Muſick I know, will not ungrateful be 
To her, whoſe Soul is perfect Harmony. 
Mrs. Stanly. In this you will onr Princeſs highly pleaſe 3 
And at this diſtance ſhe can hear with Eaſe. 


(30) 
SONG. 


I. 
Trant thou ſeek(t in vain | 
with ber pure Blood thy guilty Sword to flain :- 
Heaven does that Sacred Blood defign | 
Tobe the Source of an Immortal Line. 
Death will not dare to touch that Heart, 
Which Love ha's choſen for bis Dart. 


Chorus. Fair Innocence, and Beauty are 
Of: watchful Heaven the chiefeſt care : 
But the devouring Monſter ſhall 
A Sacrifice to Juſtice fall. 


II. 
Richmond does flye fo your Redreſs 5 


(Love's Meſſengers can do noleſs.) 
' His Sword ſhall with ene. Blow 
Cat off your Fetters, and the Tyrant too. 
All Reſiſtance vain will prove 
When Ua'our is inſpir d by Love. 


Chorus. Tyrants by Heaven and. Earth are curſt 5. 
They ſwell with Blood, until they burſt : | 
But Lovers are wiſe Nature's care 5 
What Tyrants ruine, they repair, 


_ Charlot. This will the trouble of her thoughts allay : 
41s tune to.give attendance 3 let's away.  Exenmt. 


SCEN. 


(31) 
SCEN. V. 
[ The Scene changeth to the Earl of Richmond's @karters,] 


Exter Earlof Richmond, Earl of Oxford, 
Lord Chandew, and Officers, &c. 


Richmond. My Lords, the World muſt now be taught by you 
What a good Cauſe, and a good Sword can'do. 
When Valour leagu'd with Juſtice goes to fight, 
Both Heaven, and Earth theis'Fotces then unite : 
Such Union can no mare reſiſted be, - + 
Then Men canſave themſelves from Deſtinie. 
The odds of number on the Tyrant's fide + 
Are but the Signs, which ſhew his Fear, and Pride. 
They are the fairer Mark : Ufurpers-muſt 
In multitude of Guards repoſe their triift, 
But, whilſt with numbers they their Camp o'recharge, 
They but our Fame, and Booty moreenlarge. 
Oxford. When we engage withſuch a guilty Foe, 
Heaven's Juſtice adds more weight toevery blow. 
We only to their ſwift Deſtruction move, 
Who are condemn'd already from above, | 
Chandew. The Plains of Redmore ſeem to be the place, 
Where our Juſt Valour muſt the Guilty face. 
Where Conqueſt will a noble Harveſt yield, 
And turn to Groves of Laurel Boſworth Field. 
Oxford. 'Tis true we deal with a deſtructive Foe, 
(The neereſt of his Blood have found himſo) 
But his pernicious Hands more praQtis'd are 
In private Murther, then in open War. 
Chandew. Each common Souldier makes the :caufe his own, 
As if none were concern'd but healone. 5 
But *tis not ſtrange to ſee the Souldier fir'd 
To ſuch a Height, when by your Flame inſfpir'd. 
Richmond. My Lords, Ito your courteous praiſe agree ; 
They.may be high, becauſe you heighten'd me. _ 
E 2 e 
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The Priour of Litchfield, Sir, is liphted here, Enter Souldier. 
And humbly craves 4" favour of your Ear. 
Oxford. 'Tis he you ſent. for,Sir-3-whoſe Name is high 
For Learning, Pious Life, and Prophecy. . 
Richmuind:. Thoſe Leaders moſt ſhall proſper, who adviſe 
With Heavene ere bes veg their NC {Inge Oxford, 


and Chandew; 
4M, SCEN. VI. 


Earl of Richmond, Prioxr of Litchfield. 


Richwond. Excuſe he; Father ; for think. it rude | 

To call you to a Camp'from Solitude. 

I am info orm'd, that you to private ears 

Foretold Events, which cur'd 'my Partie's fears; 

Your Power with Heaven is ſuch, as may obtatn, 

W hat otherwiſe Lfhouldidefpair to gain. 

This, Father, is the caufe oftmy addreſs; - '' LN | 
Priour. Then, Sir, thank'Heaven'z' for you ſhall have ſuccels. 
Richmond. Nowl believe, the publick Voice } 1s true, 

Which does aſcribe Prophetick Force to-you 
Priour. That Eight dwells not in Sinners : 'Iſhould be ©. 

Charg'd with the wort of Crimes; Hypoerifi IC, | 

If I pretended to that holy Fire; TY "OP 

Which does the cleaner Hearts of Saints _ 

But *mongſ the Records of -our Priory 

Th' Authentick works of the wiſe Gildas lye:; 

Whoſe holy Life, and whoſe Prophetick Fire 

The Ages paſt with revrence did! idmire,” * 

In his large Volume-tſhall only trace” -# 

What does concern your Perſon; and \ your Rave: | 
Richmond. The Authours Vale heighten d by your Praiſe. 

Does expeQation to aſſurance rae. - 
Prigag. Fir heruns ore tho Donguclt?' of 'this Land' 

By Saxons, Danes, and by aNorwa/ hand: ;akeck 

Then mentions the two Roſes 3'andin brief - 

Foretels th'Event of thatiInteſtine Strife, - 

Which has the nolleft. Blood of f England coſt, 


qt 1 -i5 | +1 And. 
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And the beſt Provinc&s.off France hastolt; ' 
Our-Authour next,apon tHe preſerieſtate - | 
Of our own times more largely does dilate : 
| And fays the fury of a Savage Boar 
Shall hisown-Blood, and thenthis Land devour. 
Then he deſcribes the Man (and you are he) 
Who muſt redeem this Realm from Tyrannie ; 
Who after Conqueſt ſhall by force of Love 
More then by War, our happineſs improve. 
For peaceful Emgland ſhall the Roſes find 
No more in batte], but in marriage joynd. 
Richmond, What can be more ? {hall I ſucceſsful prove 
In all my hopes of Empire, and of Love 
Priour. Sir, much remains behind 3 - your Race ſhall do. 
Things yet more worthy of themſelves and you ; 
They ſhallan Union make of louder Fame, 
And of two Kingdoms one great Empire frame. 
But after this a Tempeſt daes ſucceed, 
Which Hell ſhall with contagious Vapours feed x. 
This T-mpeſt will produce a deed fo black, 
That Murther then ſhall an example lack. 
But from this dark Eclipſe a Prince will riſe, 
Who ſhall all Vertues of your Race comprile. 
Forreign, and Native Foes he ſhall o'recome, 
With force abroad, with lenuy at home. 
Though in our ſep'rate World, this happy Land 
The center of his Power will fixed ſtand, 
Yet here the wide Circumf'rence muſt not end, 
But with the Ocean joyntly ſhall extend. 
Let Envious, and ungrateful Nations joyn 
His Birth-right to uſurp, or to.confine 3 
When they invade his Empire on the Main, 
They will but a& the Gyants War again : 
And when his Sea-Dominion they diſpute, 


His Thunder.ſhall thoſe Sons of. Earth'confute. .- | 
Richmond." Theſe great and glorious*things whilft you re 
You fill my Soul. with Wonder, and Delight. ' 


Your Scouts, Sir, are return'd,and þring you word, { Enter So 


(34) 
That the Ufurper's men have paſt the Ford. 

Richmond. There's for thy News: I wiſh th' Allarum true. 
Father, we now muſt part; yet we'l purſue 
The ſame great End, though in a difi rent way 3 


For I muſt go to fight, and you to pray. [ Exit Prionr, 
[ Enter Oxford and Chandew, 
SCEN. VII. | 


Richmond, Oxford, Chandew. 


Oxford. We both have view'd the Foe within our ken ; 
And we are certain, they are Stanhy's men. 
Their Number's not five thouſand 3 And their Poſt 
Is not ſo fixt, but that it may be loſt, 
Sir, we may force their Quarters; And on theſe 
Begin the Number of yourVictories. 
Richmond, No, my dear Oxford; Thoſe, whom now you ſee, 
Muſt be unſeen, and need not conquer'd be; 
For they are ours already. But this muſt 
A Secret be for yours, and Chandew's Truſt. 
From their ſo neer advancing you may learn, 
That the next Sun will end our great Concern. 
My Lords, we have but little time to fpare ; 
Our Arms, and men we muſt with ſpeed prepare. 
Oxford. With Joy your Orders we ſhall all obey ; 
Our zeal to ſerve you ſuffers by Delay. [ Exenmt. 


[ The Scene is Changed to the Princeſs Lodging. 


__— _ - -— - & -- _ << _ — 


ACTUS QUARTUS. 
SCEN: PRIMA; © 


Enter Sir Wil. Stanly; Mrs. Stanly, L* Strange. 


 SirW. Stanly, Nephew,pray leave us : Ifthe Guards ſhould ſee 
Our cloſe Cohver;'we ſhould fuſpeRted'be. "© - 
| hs 
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Li Strange, I amthe Witty Tyrant's Cruel ſport, 

Fetter'd in Silk, condemn'dto be at Court, - [ Exit Strange. 
Sir W. Stanly. Siſter, pray tell the Queen, by her Command 

That I wait here to kiſs the Princeſs hand. | 
Mrs. Stanly. If you reveal your madneſs, you will loſe 

The Glory of that Reſcue, you propoſe 3 

For ſuch a daring Lover ſhe'l deſpiſe 

More, then ſhe hates her rudeſt Enemies. 

- Sir W. $8tanly. So far my ſenſe with your advice accords, 

That T'le ſhew Deeds more daring, then my Words. 

Pray, go. O Coward Heart ! ſhall ſudden fear [ Exit Mrs.Stanly; 

Poſſeſs-my Breaſt, that was a Stranger there ? 

Muſt I now tremble at a Woman's fight, 

Who was not born for Terrour, but Delight ? 

Thus Natures Law is by Love's Power controll'd, 

Which men diſheartens, and makes Women Bold. | 

[ Enter Princeſs. 


SCEN. IT. 
Princeſs, Sir William Stanly; 


Mrs. Stanly. MadamT humbly beg, that I may have. 
Leave to expoſe my Life, your Life toſave. 
My Zeal has long lain ſpeechleſs, though not weak; | 
And 'tis your Danger now, that makes it ſpeak. 
Prin. Sir by the Queen's Advertiſement I learn, . 
How great aſenſe you have in my Concern. 
You have a Brother too, whoſe Conſtant Love 
By many ſecret 'Tryals Lapprove : ; 
And, though Court-Favours on his Perfon ſhine, 
His Outſide is the King's, his Inſide mine. 
Sir . Stanly. 'Tis my Misfortune, Madam, that I muſt: 
More, then my own, to others Merit truſt - | 
And yet ere long I may deſerve your Ear 
Without the help ofan Interpreter - 
Lin your Favour ſhould to none ſubmit, 
If more, then all the World, I merit it. 
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I hope, if I relieve your preſent State, 
You will my Love by my Performance rate. 
Prin. Your Language too myſterious1s3 more plain 
Expreſſions ſooner will my Credit gain. 
In your pretended Love you muſt not vye 
With thoſe, who wiſh me well by Natures tye. 
Sir . Stanly. Madam, There isa Love which does outgo 
All that of Siſters, and of Mothers too. 
Prin, Hold Sir; Theſe aiery Notions pray forbear : 
For I am deaf to what I ſhould not hear. ; 
Give me no Cauſe to-make a Foe of him, 
Whoſe Friendſhip to my Houſe I would eſteem : 
For I the Tyrant's Rage ſhall more approve, 
Then the rude Boldneſs of a Subject's Love. 
SirFV. Stanly. So far from us below you are remoyd, 
As makes you fit to be ador'd, notlov'd ; 
Yet from ſuch Love, as does Heaven's Favour pain, 
I need not, Madam, as from Sin,abſtain : 
It Heavenly objects you reſemble moſt, 
Can Heaven be gain'd, and you the ſame way loſt ? 
Prin, Hold Sir ; This vain Diſcourſe does1ll become 
Her, who 1s newly ſummon'd to her Tomb. 
Sar I. Stanly. Madam, thoſe Summons you ſhall ne're obey ; 
], or the Tyrant firſt ſhall lead the Way : 
Your Death defign'd ſhall forfeit him his Crown ; 
The Grave, he digs for you, ſhall be his own. 
Prin. What ſure Foundation, Sir, canl deſcry 
Ot this bold Promite, which you raiſe ſo high ? | 
SirW. Stanly, Foundations, Madam, are laid under Ground.-; 
And mine, though not expos'd to View, are ſound. 
By painful Flattery, and by long Addreſs 
I to the T yrant's Boſom have Accels : 
And Death by Steel or Poyſon is his Due, 
W ho forws a black Deſign to murther you. 
Prin. Thoſe Southern Artsto ſtab, or poyſon Foes, 
Become the Cliwates, where fuch Poyſon grows : 
He, that is bornofa true Engliſh Race, 
Never deltroys a Foe, but to his Face. 


_— 


(37) 

Ff. Sir I. Stanly. But, Madam,can you give your Life awa 

Andto the Tyrant be a willi Phe, y | apa FW ny 
Prin. To ſee him fairly kill'd, I would reſign 

All Right to what he holds, and ſhould be mine. | 
Sir W. Stanly. Verſtin the World, but yet not knowing yon, 

Madam, I ne're till now, true Honour knew : | 

I am your Convert; and fo taught, I may 

Ere long to perfeCt Glory find the way. 

And, Madam, for a Tryal, I this Vow 

Here ſolemnly declare to Heaven, and you ; 

The Tyrant ſhall be flain, and you releaft 

Nobly by him, whom, Madam, you love beſt. 

In the Suns Eye, and in the open Field _ _ 

Fierce Richard ſhall by Richmond's Sword be kill'd. 

You, Honour's Miſtris, when this Work is done, 

Without Reproch your Proſclite may owne. 
Prin. fear, you take great pleafure to ſurpriſe | 

My thoughts with Riddles, and dark-Prophecies: . * 

I thal] _ my Faith to their Event 

Now my laft hours muſt otherwiſe be ſpent. [ Exit Princeſs. 
Sir W. Stanly. As Ehymiſts vex themſelves, and Nature too, 

When her Elixir they in vain purſue 

And yet their toyl does other Secrets find, 

Which improve Art,and-benefit Mankind 

So, though a hidden Love l ſeek in vain, 

Yetin the Purſuit I ſhall Glory gain. [ Exit. 


The Scene js changed to a Field adjoyning to Richmond's Quarters. 
S CEN, III. 


Enter Earl of Richmond, Lord Stanly. 


Richmond, Talk not of Vittoryz Heaven can confer 
No Bleſſing on that Man, who loſeth Her. 

L, Stanly. 1 know, the Tyrant, when all hopes are paſt, 
Reſerves that bloody Stroke for the laſt Caſt : 
Surpriſe him with a Charge 3 ro may prevent 


ES Io 
The Execution of his dire Intent. O22 
Richmond. Could I deſtroy with the ſame eaſe and ſpeed, 
Him, and his Camp, as he can make het bleed, . | 
Your Counſel then were good 3 Burt elſe her Fate 
By my Attache I fhould accelerate : 
The bloody Tyrant, ſtung with Jealoufie, 
Will, preſt by Danger, twice revenged be, . 
Including me in Her : He cantiot chuſe, 
But haſtily deſtroy what he muſt loſe. - 
IStazly, It till has been the Care of Providence 
From ſudden ſtrokes to ſhelter Innocence. | 
Richmond. 1 Providence adore; But to expect- 
A Miracle, andſo.the means negledt, 
When now the Danger of her-Life is near, 
Were to deſerve the miſchief, which we fear. 
FE Stanly. No way, but Conqueſt, can prevent her Doom. 
Richmond. T'le yield my (fa Pris'ner in her Room. 
L* Stanly, Can the Reftraifit of her Preſerver be 
The fafeft way to ſet the Pris'ner free? 
Richmond, "Tis all the way ; becauſe the Tyrant's. Fear. 
Qt Richmond makes his Cruelty. to Her :_ | 
Whenl am in his gripe, his Appetite 
Will in my Blood, more, then in hers, delight. 
Li Stanly. Six you miftake him ; both will pleaſe him beſt : 
By drinking Blood the Thirſt is (till encreaſt.. | 
Sir, your important Life you freely may 
Lay out for her.z But throw it not away. 
Richmond. Tamrelolv'd, tharſecretly to night 
You ſhall convey me to the Princeſs fight. 
Stanly, Shall I conduct you, where you Death muſt meet ? 
Here let me rather periſh at your Feet ! 
Richmond, O friend ! ny Love'in this great Exigent 
Muſt Dangers feek, which yours would fain prevent 2. 
Nor can thofe Dangers be avoided here ; cate? 
My Life, and Safety are confin'd in Her ;. 
Come, guide.me to the Princeſs that I may, 
If not ſecure her Life, her Death delay :. 
Andbe aſlur'd, my Lord, that het Commands. 


With 
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With your Advice ſhall wholly guide my hands. 
I4 Stazly. Sir I both yours, and her Diſcretion know z 
Andon your Terms propos'd I yield to go: 
But this great Enterpriſe you muſt diſguiſe 
As well to your beſt Friends, as Enemies ; 
For, ould it be divulg'd, your Abſence hexe 
May prove as fatal, as your Preſence there. et 
Richmond. Take me, my Lord, and rule me, as you pleaſe. 
You (unſuſpeCted yet) may gain with eaſe 
Admiſſion to the Tyrant's Court ; and I 
May paſs, helpt by the Night's Obſcurity, 
And a long Abſence, for your Officer. 
Beſides, my Lord, our Camps now joyn ſo neer, 
That our Return may both prevent the Days 
And all Reports of being gone away. : 
I Stanly. Reaſon and Love, when Danger they deſcry, 
Did never yet make uſe of the ſame Eye : 
For now this Hazard, which your ſoaring Love 
| Lefſens to Nothing, does my Horrour move. 
Burt, ſince it 18 my Duty to obey, 
Let's not encreaſe your Danger by Delay. 
Richmond, On you my Hopes, and Happineſs relye; 
You are the Ruler ofmy Deſtiny. PE. 


The Scene is changed to Richmond's Quarters. 
SCENA IV. wy 
Enter Earl of Oxford, Lord Chandew, 


Oxford. Twice through our QuartersI have walk'd the Round. 
And to my Wonder, have not Richmond found : 
Can he his Perſon ina Seaſon hid, 
When the next Day muſt Royalty decide ? 
The knowledge of his abſence from the Camp 
Would all the Courage of our Army damp. 
Chandew, la Common Souldiers I did never ſee 
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bleed: 


That your Clime only ſuch a Race does bear.. 


Frenc 
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That Heaven's Compaſhon can a Parent ſhew.. 


- 


Oxford. What moſt you love,..you hope and wiſhto loſe :: 
What ſadder Object can your Fears propoſe ? 

Chandew. Here youthe height otmy affliction ſee z 
T hope her Death, I fear her Infamie. 

Oxford, Your | 
But that ſhe's ſafe 1n Life, and Hohbur too. 

Chandew. My Lord, when| bave told my Story out, 
I ſhall too eaſily remove the doubt. | 
That Daughter, who did once mzke all my Joy. 
And all-my Happineſs doesnow deſtroy, | 
Did fo forſake me in a FR Ne: | b ny 
That ſhe twelve Moons has waſted out of fight :- | 
And this with Horrour-does my Grief renew, 
For, if by Force ſurpris'd, ſhe's murther'd too. 
If not; I dread an uncompell'd Eſcape 
More, then the miſchief of 'x bloody Rape. 


a ſturdybreed,. FF 


1ef concludes too faſt 3 you cannot know, 
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Oxford. Tn this fad Story I confeſs, there are 
Juſt grounds of Fear, but not of your deſpair : 
Thoſe motives, which induc'd her to withdraw, 
Perhaps may dono wrong to Honour's Law : 
For, if ſhe lives, ſhe does a Mind derive 
From you, which cannot loſs of Fame furvive. 
Chandew. Your Friendſhip puts a favourable Glofs: 
On actions, which imply her Honour's lofs. 
But in this ſtrait of Time will forbear 
To make you longer a Joynt-ſufferer. 
Oxford, The Night does waſte z and to the publick Eye 
'Tis fit our General's abſence we ſupply. [ Exenht.. 


SCEN V. 
[The Scene i changed to the King's quarters.) 


Enter King, L. Lovel, Sir William Catesby, 


Catesby. Miles Forreſt is his Name ; a fellow ſtout, 
And yet ſo dull, he never felt a doubt; 
Nor queſtions deeds 11 reliſht by the Laws : 
He weighs reward, but meaſures not the Cauſe. 
'T was he, Sir, who out-went your ſwift commands, 
Whien the two Brothers fell by his bold hands. 
King. I, that's a Friend. Go,Catesby,call him in. | Exit Catesby. 
My Juſtice on the Princeſs muſt begin :: | 
Her favour'd Int'reſt has a-double fting 3. | | 
For ſhe can make, and can unmake a King. [Enter Catesby, 
O fellow-Souldier, welcome !* Nay, come near::s& axd Forreſt, 
What Office in our Army do you bear #- 
Forreſt. I am Lieutenant to Lord Lovel's Troop. 
Catesby. He does by more, then common ſervice, hope, 
That he already has your Favour won, 
And merits to do more by what is done. | / 
King. Employment, and Reward he fhall not.miſs ; 
The firſt old Company, that falls, is his. 
And that his preſent wants I may relieve, 


Catesby, let him two hundred Marks recctve. 
p Forreſt. 
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Forreſt, An't pleaſe you, I can't talk, butI can do 
I can ſpur on through good, and bad ways too. 

King. Tlike him ; he's a blunt, plain, honeſt man. 

Catesby. Sir, he'l talk little, but doall he can, 

King. Catesby, I (hall employ him in a deed, 

Wherein he'l ſhew, he's hearty by his ſpeed. 
Neceſlity of State will not allow 

Leiſure for Scruples, which from Conſcience grow -: 
Whofollow Conſcience, often come too late. 

Forreſt. Sir, as to good, or badlook you to that. 

King. Well ſpoken : go, and from our Catesby be 
Inftructed ; your ——_ expect from me. . [_ Exit Forreſt, 

Lovel. Sir, with your Perſon's ſafety can no way 
Be found, this Execution to delay ? 

Her bleeding, when in publick underſtood, 
Will cauſe a Fever in the-Peoples Blood. 

King. If I prevail, I am above the harms 
Of ſudden Tumults, or inteſtine arms. 

If I amloſt; Richmond my Throne may have 3 
But he ſhall find his Miſtreſs in her Grave. 

Lovel. Your Strength fo far tranſcends your Enemies, 
That ſuch precautions you may well deſpiſe. | Enter L. Stanly. 

King. My Lord, I am tranſported with your fight. 

L. Stanly. Your Souldiers now want but rhe morning's light, 
To charge rhe Enemy, who, paſt retreat, | 
Are opportunely lodg'd for a defeat. 

I come, led by my Duty, and my Care, 
For your laſt Orders in this great affair. 

King. Our Councel's*call'd, and ſuddenly will fit ; 
You ſhall receive your Orders, when we meet. 

L, Stanly. Sir, intheſe QuartersI am much ſurpris'd, 
Hearing, the Princeſs is ſo1ll advis'd - 

I had the honour once of her eſteem; 

And now would fain ſerve you, and her redeem. 
Be pleas'd to grant me free accels, to try 

How far I may induce her to comply. 

King. After ſo many tryals, your Succeſs 
I queſtion 3 but Tyicld to your addrels. 


L, Stanly. 


FEI TOURS! 
I Stanly. Sir, though I Joſe my Paing, Ile loſe no Time, [ Ex;* 
King. Is not that Subje& guilty ofa Crime I Stanly.) 
Deſerving Death, who makes his Prince affraid ? 
Catesby.It is the worſt high Treafon to invade 
The chiefeſt Right belonging to the Throne : 
All ſhould a Monarch fear, but he fear none. 
' King. Catesby, I muſt on your great Care relye, 
That his young Son may not eſcape your Eye. 
Catesby. Sir, he is ſtrictly watch'd. King. When we decide 
The Field, he in theſe Quarters muſt abide : 
If with the Father we ſhould truſt the Son 
In open Battel, we ſhould Hazard run. 
L4 Lovel. You make your Creatures uſeleſs, when your Care 
Ads all the painful Bus'nes of the War. 
King, Mark theſe:the ſtubborn Princeſs, when I ſend [_To Catesby. 
| The King ſhews two Rings to Catesby. 
This Ruby, muſt her Life's ſhort ſtory. end, | 
And this when you receive, young Strange muſt dye. 
Catesby. When you command, my Duty muſt comply. 
King, I came not lazily to wear the Crown, 
But 'twas with watchful labour made my own ; 
And ſoTle keep it. Princes are not wiſe, 
Who ſleep themſelves, and truſt their Servants Eyes. 
But, ifat laſt I muſt my Power reſign, 
It ſhall be Fortunes Errour, and not mine. . 
I Lovel. Where ſo much ſtrength, and Conduct joyn in one, 
Fortune is but an idle looker on. . 


The Scene is changed to the Princeſs Lodging... 
SCEN. VI. 


Enter,Princeſs, Mrs. Stanly, Charlot. 


Prin, When I am dead, let noble Kichwornd know, 
That dyingI did court the Tyrant's Blow - 
To keep my Faith, my Perſon is deſtroy'd ; 
I by a Grave the-Tyrant's Bed avoid. 
wy Charlot. 


Charlot. It doubly would to us your Death transfer, 
If T ſhould tel], and he this meſſage hear : 
Madam, to me it were a happier Doom, 
If I might kindly periſhin your Room. - 
Prin. To me Death's Face more dreadful dig appear 
Far off, then now, when it approchethnear. 
Death is a debt, which all to Nature pay 3 
They clear it beſt, who dye the nobleſt way. 
Mrs. Stanly. Heaven has defign'd you for a Publick Good; 
Your Greatneſs yet lyes folded in the bud : 
No Tyrant's handſhal crop it whilſt it growsz 
You ſhall ripe Glory at the full diſcloſe. 
Prin, Your Kindneſs now doesſoundlike flattery ; 
Truth only ſhould be ſpoke to thoſe that dye. 
You need not caſt theſe miſts before my eyes z 
I can my Danger ſee without furprile. 
I only grieve, that I-muſt leave behind 
A Parent grown by too much love unkind. 
A Mothers Tenderneſs makes our conteſt ; 
She loves may Safety, I my Honour beſt. 


SCENA VIL 


Enter Earl of Richmond, L* Stanly, and Officer of the Guards. 


Officer. Though my Commiſſion peremptory was, 
Yet you( my Lord ) upon your Word ſhall paſs. 

Li Stanly. I know a Souldier's charge ; and would forbear 
Without full warrant to adventure here. [Exit Officer. 

Prin. What may this viſion mean, which does my eyes 
At once with Horrour, and Delightſurpriſe? 
But, ſince the faithful Stanly does appear, 
I cannot think him brought a Pris'ner here. 

Richmond. Led by the Duty of my Love, I come 
Reſolving to divert, or ſhare your Doom, 

Prin. Ah! what can you divert by coming here 
Diſguis'd, and not an open Conquerer? 
When you your Danger raſhly thus encreaſe, 


How 
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How can you hope to make my Sufferings leſs? 
Charlot What does his cruel Paſſion mean to do ? 
apart, | He'l loſe himſelf, and for my Rival too / 
Richmond, Let not my Hazard, Madam, waſte your care : 
CanlTbedſafe, when you in Danger are? 
When youare gone, what have I more to do? 
All Cauſe of living periſheth with you: if 
Prin, Weak minds may throw away their Lives in vain, 
And have Recourſe to Death for fear of Pain : 
If this were Courage , Women would not doit 3 
Thoſe, who dare leaſt, are ſtill moſt ſubjeC to it. 
Richmond. On your account I owne my want of Heart ; 
Here Fortune wounds me in my tend'reſt part. 
All other Storms of Fate my Soul could bear: 
Only your Danger, Madam, makes me fear. 
Prin. Is it an Honour, you reſerve for me, 
To bethe cauſe of your Apoſtacie 
From that high Courage, which has rais'd your Fame © 
You muſt not caſt fuch Scandal on our Flame. 
By your Concern for me you mult be more, 
And not beleſs, then what you were before. 
Richmond. Ah! Madam, whilſt my Fears you thus reprove, 
You ſhew your ſelf a Stranger grown to Love; 
Your own Experienceelſe had made it clear, 
That Lovers Hearts are neyer void of fear. 
Who thus are unconcern'd, act not the part 
Of a Couragtous, but a hard'ned Hearr. 
Charlot. If his be hard, 'tis only hard to me. [_«part. 
Prin. I blame not your Concern to ſet me free, 
But your Deſpair which makes you thus neglect 
The only Means, which can my Life protect ; 
For if my Danger may diverted be, 
Your Conqu'ring Sword muſt force my Liberty. 
Richmond. How can I draw my Sword, whenl deſcry 
Your F atal Ruine in my Victory? 
The Monſter baited, and theri*Furious grown, 
Will all his Rage diſcharge on you alone. 
But what we cannot by a Reſcue gain, 
G Perhaps 
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Perhaps by an Excliatige weimay obtain-2-- -,- ! otepr 1h, 
The Tyrant, jealous ofibe Chanceof War, TI 
Will, th be fitz:d of me, your Perſon fpare: 
I humbly beg:this Favour at your Feet, 
In which your Safety, and my Glory meet. 
Princeſs, By ſuch a change I ſhall a loſer be 5... 
The Ranſome over-buys my Libertie. Th 
Whilſt you the Height of Love in this expreſs, 
You teach my Gratitude to do no leſs; 
Which will not let you here uſurp my Room, 
Nor yield, that you ſhall rob me-of my, Doom. 

Richmond, Has Heaven but mockt us with ſuch excellence, 
Only to ſhew it, andthe ſnatch it hence £ re | 
Can Providence want Power, or Will toſave-. . 

Vertue her ſelf from the devouring Grave? 

Princeſs. Take heed! your Paſſion does unruly grow 

Againſt your Reaſon, and Religion too.3 - 
Sir, when you injure thoſe, y6u jure me © 
You mult obey, not arghe Heaven's decree 3. 
And both our loſles with a Courage bear 

Worthy of me, and of a Conquerer. 

Kich. What ſhall Ido02. when Heaven, and Love combinz, 
To make the Danger yours, the Terrour mine : 

You are the Perſon hurt, and I complain z. 
Yours 1s the Wound, and mine 15s all the Pain. 

Princeſs, Theſe { oft expreſtions of your kindneſs might 
In ſome more proper Seaſon move delight. z 
But they offend me.now, when-you {fould be 
Preparing in the. Ficld-for.Victarie. , 

Pray, Sir, depart 3 For youby: Conqueſt muſt 
With Laurelcrown my Temples, or my Duſt. 

Richmond. It this perfeCtion > Forth / ) ſolike your anos. 
Muſt only fill a Tomb, and.not thei/Throne, 6 
How willour Faith ſubſilt, how ſhali we know, Ee 
That thoſe above have thoughts of us below 2 «vg 

Princeſs. When you expect a Favour, 'tis not juſt, 
Nor lafe, that you the giver ſhould miſtruſt, 

Let my example now inltruct your mind 3 
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Be much refolv'd, and yet as much refign'd. 
So Heaven preſerve you, Sir / my Preſence may. | 
Perhaps be guilty of your longer ſtay. | [Exit Princeſs, 
L. Stanly. The Princeſs is retir'd ; pray, Sir, make haſte 
The Night's your ſhelter,and begins to waſte. 
Rickmond, My Lord, Tgo: only a word from thee, 
My faithful Boy, which may my Cordial be. - [ To Charlot. 
Say 3 docs our Miſtreſs with an open Ear, 
When thou doſt ſpeak for me, thy pleading hear? 
And yetalas ! What eaſe will it impart, 
» Toloſe her Perion, and to gain her Heart ? 
Charlot. Your Highneſsnow may well theſe queſtions ſpare, 
Since her own Words did all her Thoughts declare. [ Erter Mrs. 
Mrs. Stan. Pray,Sir,departz the Princeſs fears your ſtay.” Star. 
Richmond, O | who from Heaven, and Her would haſte away ? 


Exeunt. 
Sp: S CEN. VTIL. 


[ The Scene is changed to the Kings Lodging. 
[ The Curtain is let down.) 


Enter Catesby, and Ratclife at one of the Doors before-the Curtain, 


Catesby. You waited the firſt Watch ; did the King reſt ? 
Ratclife, His Boſom lodgeth an unquiet Gueſt. 
Catesby, During the ſecond watch, I tended him ; 
He often. walk'd in Sleep, guided by Dream. | 
" Enter Lovel at the other Door before the Curtain. 
Who are you? Stand : thisis forbidden Ground. | 
Lovel. A friend, Lovel. Ratclife. O ! he haswalk'd the Round, 
Lovel. Ratclife, I left the King much difcompos'd, 
His Mind ſtill waking,though his Eyes were clos'd. 
How is he now £ Ratclife. He ſtarts z then calls on thoſe, 
Who with morequiet in their Graves repoſe : 
This, when I watcht, I did with Horrour ſee. 
Lovel. This does with what I ſaw too: well agree, 
W hen he ſleeps beſt his Cares ſeem all awake; 
Il|-bodiug Fate does theſe difquiets make! | 
FT G 3 Catesby. 
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Catseby. He dreams ; is that ſo ſtrange ? you ſeemto me 

By your Concern to dream as much, as he. 4 

Can his crude Fumes of 111 concoCtted meat ' 

Such Womens Fears in men of Arms beget ? 

Thefe apprehenfions misbecome that Night, 

Whoſe Rowing Day muſt be employ'd in Fight. 
Louel. Your Admonitions, Sir, you may forbear ;- 

Our care is more, then yours, but not our Fear. 

He cry'd, Prince Edwar'ds kill'd ; then he did grone 

For the like Murther on the Father done. 

Then mention'd Clarence, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 

And call'd them his Ambitions bloody Prey: 

Next his late Queen, Haſtings, and Buckinhgam, ot pO 

And laſt of all he did his Nephews name. 

Thenhe awak'd, and ſtarting from his Couch, 

Bade me depart, and not till call'd, approch. 

| Catesby. My Lord, this oply ſhews his Adive Mind, 

Which with his outward Parts Sleep cannot bind. 

His Reſtleſsneſs does all our Quiet bring: 

Happy are Subjects of a watchfyl King / : 
Lovel. Perhaps fuch Dreams may not deſerve our Fears $: 

Yet Dreams ſometimes are Fates ill Meſlengers. 

But Midnight: is now paſt; and Nature-may 

Need reftto bearthe Labour of the Day. 


SCENA IX. 


The Curtain is opened. The King: appeares in a diftraGed 
poſture, newly ri from his Bed , walking in bis Dream 
with a dagger in his hand, and ſurrounded by. the Ghoſts of 
thoſe whom he had formerly killed. | 


King. Forreſt ! Rogue, Traitour ! can thy Coward hands 
Tremble, and faulter, when thy King commands ? 
T hey are not dead; they walk, they threaten me : 
Diſpatch ; Kill them again, orT'le kill thee. 
Varlet, make haſte 3 Go.poyſon, ſtrangle, drown 
My Brother, Nephews, Wite, to ſave.my Crown. 


Small 
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Small Victims may leſs Deities become ; 

To Soveraign Power belongs a Hecatome. 

My Breath ſhall raiſe a Storm, my Hand a Flood, 
And make this I{le float in a Sea of Blood. 

Hah! Ghoſts? there are no Ghoſts, nor ever were, 
But in the Tales of Prieſts, or Womens Fear. 

If you be Ghoſts, to your dark Manſions go - 

If you be Ghoſts, 'twas I that made you lo. 

T of your Subſtance theſe pale Nothiogs made ; 
How dare you then your Conquerour invade # 

Go home, dark Vagabonds ! muſt 1 not have . 

Reſt in my Bed, nor you Reſt in your Grave? 
What Magick can Night-Vapours thus condenſe 

To Forms, which cheat, and terrifie the Senſe £ 
Saint Hemxry | get thee hence to thy cold Bed; 

So tame, alive? ſo fierce, now thou art Dead £ 

A holy King did not the Throne become ; 

Thy Godlineſs prepar'd thee for a Tomb. 

I'did from Tewkgbery diſpatch thy Heir, y 
In the next World to be thy Harbinger :. 

Would you have ſtaid behind, when he was gone ? 
A Father ought not to out-live his Son. | 
Hah / Brother? Wife ? Stand off! No tyes of Blood. 
Areby aſpiring Monarchs. underſtood :. 
They to | 49. my Crown did Life refign ; 
She ina Cup, he ina Butt of Wine. 
Peace, Conſcience !1 long fince have conquer'd thee - 
Yet ſtill thou art diſpos'd to Mutinie. | 
Oft havel par'd thy Branches z hat thy Root. 
Does lye fo deep, Icannottearit out. 

Of Soveraign Power it is the only Curſe, 
Fobe Succeſsful, and then feel Remorlie. 


The Curtain falls. 
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ACTUSYV. 
SCEN. PRIMA. 
Enter I" Stanly, Sir Will, Stanly, Servant. . 


L* Stanly. O Tyrant Honour ! why doſt thou impoſe 
_ A Law, which that of Nature overthrows? 
Heaven does my Vertue tooſeverely try, 
When to ſave others, my own Son muſt dye. 
Sir W.Stanly, For conimon ſervice common Minds ſuffice 
Heaven tryes the Great by great Extremities. 
Honour's hard Tasks are only fit for you 3 
Who miſt ſubdue your Foes, and Nature too. 
Is Stanly. Brother, I know the Duty, which my Blood. 
To Nature, and to Honour muſt make good : 
Andin their Civil War I ſhall not make _ 
A long diſpute, which ſide I oughtto take : 
Nor ſhall my Sorrows their juſt Bounds exceed ; 
Ile grieve for Nature, but for Honour bleed... TEL 
Sir W. St4n.Theſamehigh Thoughts you to your Son transfer 3 
In whoſe green age ripe Honour does appear {7 1 ON 
His Courage does the Tyrant's Rage defie;z = 
All his Fear is, leſt he ſhould tamely die : ©, 
And, when he muſt receive the Fatal Blow, ©, © fs gs 
He would his Valour, not his Patience Thow, 7 NT, 
[ Stanly. He mult no ACtor,Þut a Sufferer he ; * 
And quietly ſubmit to Heaven's decree. . * © 
Sir W. Stanly, His generous thoughts a high"atte 
Whichafter Death may keep his Fame alive 3 * 
For he would give the World,when he muſt dye, 


. 
: 
- 


mpt contrive, 
Exemplar Courage for a Legacy. © 

Li Stanly. Alas ! we can expect no great Succeſs 
From his weak Ape, and from his Condudt leſs, 


Sir W. Stanly. He has not weakly laid his great Deſign, 
For, whenthe Armies ſhall in Battel joyn, 


The 
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The Field will drain the Quarters 3 andthen-he 
Hapes; thathis Sword may ſet the Princeſs free : 
For the remaining Guards will be intent 
On their own ſafety and the War's Event. 
L. Stanly. That Enterpriſe will need aſtronger Hand, 
And Head, then his; to a&t, and give Command. 
Sir W, Stanly. 1 with a Party in diſguiſe have ſent 
A Leader, who his raſhneſs may prevent. 
L, Stanly. May he ſucceed ! but Brother, now with care 
We muſt our bus'neſs in the Field prepare. 
Sir W, Stanlz. Your Army I have plac'd inſacha Line, 
That they with either Campimayeaſilyjoyn; 
And to amuſe the Tyrant, from that fide, 
Where Richmond lyes, ſtrong Trenches both divide. 
L. Stanly, Tis well deſign'd : For, if we ſhould declare- 
By early Deeds, what our Intentions are, 
Before the Fight to Heat, and Tumult grows, 
We raſhly ſhould our.deareſt Pledges loſe. 
Sir W. Stan. This 1s moſt true. L. Star. When we engage, your 
Muſt to our Richmond timely Succour bring. (Wing 
Sir Wil. Stan. The Tyrant's Batterics are all pointed there. 
L. Stanly. And I will charge brave Norfolk in the Reer. 
Sir Wil. Stanly. 1 ſhall your Orders punQually obey. 
L. Stan, Our Army wants our preſence:let's away. | Fx. L. Stay. 
$.l/.$tan.Where are thoſe Arms? Ser. Here Sir.S.,W.Staz.without | 
Thoſe to my Tent, this to young Strange convey. (delay 
Delivers a Letter, © Ex. Ser, 
Richmond) In happy Love thou conquer'(t me, 
But I in Glory will out-rival thee - 
Dreſt in thy Shape I will thy Miſtreſs woo z 
And, whilſt I court thy danger, court her too. 
Strange Charm of Love ! Muſt I my Life employ 
For him, wlio-does my Happineſs deſtroy # 
T only am unjuſt, Poor Straxge! to thee 3 
For all thy Danger ſhould belong to me : 
And yet a nobler Cauſe cannot engage 
Thy blooming Valour at thy tender Age. 
He is moſt happy, who her Love obtains, 


a 


But ' 
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But he, who dyes for her, more Glory gains. 
[ Exit Sir WW, Stan. 


SCEN. II. 
[ The Scene is changed to the Princeſs Lodgings. | 
Enter Charlot. 


Charlot. If my great Rival dye, why from her Grave 

May not my Love a Reſurrection have ? | 

No, no ! Him, whom I love I fo will ſerve, 

That what I can't enjoy, I may deſerve. 

For him none ſhall do more, nor more endure 5 

Ileloſe my felf, my Rival to ſecure. 

Enter Princeſ7. Charlot, farewel : my Guards now ſurly grow, 

Andnearer wait, which Death's approch does ſhow. 

Charlot, Madam, you muſt not dye; For yet we may 

The Tyrant's haſty Cruelties delay. | 

Let us exchange our habits 3 In your room 

Ile plant my ſelf, and intercept your Doom. 

Princeſs. Ah Boy / how ſtrange a Love doſt thou expreſs © 

Ile never ruine thee by my releaſe. 

Charlot. Madam, I charge you by the powerful Name 

Of your great Lover, and your mutual Flame, 

To take my. Life's Oblation, and allow, 

What Ito you, and to your Richmond vow. 

I am reſoly'd, though you my Suit deny, * 

Not to out-live the Minute, when you dye. 

And, fince I this have vow'd, let me not ſpend 

My Lifein vain, which may your Life defend. 

Undreſs you, Madam, and prepare to flye. <3 
Princeſs. Flye? Your Example bids me ſtay, and dye. | 
Charlot. Toeaſe the Ship in Storms, what Freight is firſt 

Thrown over Board, the choiceſt, or the worſt ? 

Princeſs. This queſtion putsa Period to ourſtrife; 

It bids me Honour ſave, and lofe my Life. 


Charlot. Madam, yau build on a miſtaken ground ; 


Reaſon 
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Reaſon muſt Honour's darker Loves expound : 
SubjeQs, who for their Prince themſelves undo, 
In the moſt glorious way their Duty ſhew- 
But Princes, in whoſe Life the Publick lives, 
Should ſave what Heaven for Publick ſafety gives. 
Princeſs. Who can the Brightneſs of thy Vertue doubt ? 
And when it ſhimes (o clear, would put it out ? 
Charlot. Leſs will my Danger be, then yours, whenl 
Amſeis'd for you 3 For you, when ſeis'd, muſt dye : 
But, when the Murd'rers find a Stranger, they 
Will pauſe awhile, and for new Orders ſtay. 
Then the Field gain'd may make us both ſecure. 
Princeſs. But, Charlot, in what place canl be ſure 
Of ſafety, when my Shape I change for yours ? 
Charlot. The Neighb'ring Cloiſter will for ſome few hours 
(I having newly gain'd the Abbeſs) be 
Your Refuge, till your Champion ſets you free. 
Princeſs. Thy Kindneſs and thy Reaſons conquer me 3 
And yet too much I hazard, vent ring thee ! 
Charlot. Waſte not your time in ſcruples; Pray, be gone : 
Our work muſt end before the Fight's begun. LExennt, 


SCENA III. 
Enter I* Strange, Mrs.Stanly. 


Mrs. Stanly. Nephew, your haſty Courage I muſt chide'g 
[I Strange holds a letter open in his hand, 

This letter now muſt all your Actions guide. 

Strange. Delays encreaſe the Hazard, we would ſhun : 
By ſwift Diſpatch our Danger we out-run. 

Mrs. Stanly. Haſty Jennings halt before they end. 

Strange. But does the Princets know, what we intend? 

Mrs. Stanly, Should I this Enterpriſe to her diſcloſe, 
She might in Honour Scruples interpoſe. | 

Strange, Muſt ſhe be ſav'd againſt her own Conſent, 
Leſt, knowing it, ſhe ſhould the means prevent ? 


Ars, Stanly. But to conceal it, 1s the ſafeſt way. 
H - Think, 
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Think, how her Perſon you may beſt convey 
Whilſt I the Abbeſs ſpeedily prepare, 
To take the Kingdom's Pledge into her Care. 
And, pray, be watchful leſt the ſearching Eye 
Ot Catesby ſhould our Enterpriſe deſcry. 
The Captain, whom my Brother ſent, you muſt 
With all the Gonduct of this Bus'neſs truſt. 
Strange, With you the dull, and flow are only Wile; 
The Phlegme of ſo much Caution I'deſpile. 
Mrs. Stan.Your own diſtemper'd Heat does judge him Cold; 
For you are more too Young, then he too Old. | Enter Captain: 
Cap. My Lord, the Armies are engag'd; and now 
You may your Ardour in-your Actions ſhew. 
Whilſt Stanly's Name does in the Field afford 
Originals tolengthen Fames Record, 
Your growing Valour here in narrower ſpace 
May living Copies of their Glory trace. 
Strange. Captain, you have reſtor'd. my Libertie 5 
And now my Freedom ſhall the Princeſs free. 
Mrs, Stanly. May thy brave Courage with ſucceſs be bleſt 3 
Whilſt I prepare to lodge our Royal.Guelſt. | Exennt ſeveral ways. 


SCEN. IV. 


Enter Catesby, Forreſt, Lieutenant and Soldier s. 


Catesby. The King has made you his great Confident 3. 

And now. your Fortune may-your Hopes prevent. 
When you receive the Sign, ſtrike quick, and ſure. 

* Forreſt, Give but the Word, and think the Deed ſecure. ] 
The little Worm, call'd Conſcience, wants a ſting : 
Hell may be feign'd ; I'm certain of the King. 
And, ſince his mind is known, what need we ſtay. * 
For tedious Orders ? .Catesby. Hold ; you muſt obey }. 
The Rules preſcrib'd 3 and watchfully attend, 
Till I your Orders from the Army ſend. . [ Exit Catesby. 


Leintenant, Good Maſter Captain, teach your 01d Cam'rade. 
The fine new knack to be a Captain made. 


None, by your Worſhip's leave,could ever ſee. 
| Your. 
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Your baſhful Valour face an Enemie. 
Forreſt, My Courage by the King is known and try'd. 
Lieutenant. Kings may know more then all the World beſide. 
You can ſhew Bruiſes of your Tavern-Wars ; 
And turn the Ale-wifes Scratches into Scars. 
Forreſt. Lieutenant, yeu will halt in your Career, 
When Neck, and Heels ſhall feel your Officer. 
Were it not for the bus'neſs now in hand---- 
Lieutenant. You would do much ! I ſhould not idle ſtand. 
Co, go, complain; that I may be caſhier'd; 
I'd rather ſtarve, then be thus Officer'd. | 
Forreſt. Stand. [ The Prince(s in Charlot's attire croſſeth the 
Lieutenant, Tis the Lady's Page. Stage with her Handker- 
Forreſr, Thenlet him paſs.” cher before her Eyes, as if ſhe were 
Poor Rogue / he ſhortly will be turn'd-to Grafs. weeping. 
Lieutenant, Muſt all the Princeſs Family diſband ? | 
Forreſt, When the Tree falls, how can the Ivy ſtand ? 
* Anoiſeof Swords in the Princeſs Lodgings. 
Swords in the Princeſs lodgings! quickly go, 
And ſee how matters paſs. Lieutenant. You muſt come too - 
When danger calls, you ſend your Meſſenger. 
A Pox on thoſe, that cannot hide their fear | He —_ Forreſt 
in before him. 


SCEN. V. 
Enter Dueen. 


9neen, Heaven! If my Child muſt not your mercy find, 
Let me, when ſhe departs,not ſtay behind! Ss 
I can endureno more- Thehand of Fate 
On tir'd-out Nature lays too great a Weight. 

Enter Lord Strange leading Charlot in the Princeſs dreſs. 
L. Strange. Now,Madam,pray look up: truſt your own Eyes : 
To Charlot ſuppos'd to be the Princeſs. 

Your Servants guard you, not your Enemies. 


Madam, you come in a moſt happy hour 3 To the Queen, 
To rule her Fears we need a Mothers Power. : 
Dueen, 1 wonder not, that [he's am... 3:1 


H 2 Mat 


(56) 
Miſtruſt my Senſe in this Delivery, : 
Come, Daughter, give'my Eyes the Joy to ſee 
My deareſt Captive ſet at libertie. 

Charlot. 1,Madam,who your pleaſure thus obey, [ Charlot 
Am not your Daughter; ſhe's convey'd away : uevuails. 
And you the means of her Eſcape may gueſs, 

When you behold me in my borrow'd Drefs : 
As mine abus'd our Friends, ſo her Diſguiſe 
More happily deceiv'd our Enemies. 
veer, Her abſence does my former pain repeat, - 
Ah / bring me to the place of her retreat. 

Charlot. You'l find her at the Cloiſter fix't in Prayer : 
Heaven, and Religion now her Guardians are, 

Strange. Charlot 1 little thought, I could by thee 
In this bold Reſcue ſo tranſcended be. 


Madam, as faithful Guards, we ſhall attend To the Queen, 
Your Perſon 3 and the Princeſs Life defend. [ Exennt. 


The Scene is changed to Boſworth«Field. 
Enter Kine, Lovel, Ratclife, and Souldiers. 


Richmond's Standard taken by the King 3s carried in Triumph before 
; him, 
King. Behold the Traitor's Standard ! here we ſee, 
Heaven gives an earneſtof full Victorie. 
Lovel. You the great Brandon{lew; you this have gain'd : 
We owe the day, Sir, to your (ingle hand. 
No Monarch's ſtory boaſts ſo higha deed 
As Kings all men ſurpafs, you Kings exceed. 
Raiclife.. You allthe glorictd marks of Conqueſt wear, 
And greater, then your felf, this day appear. 
I faw.ſtout Cheyny fall by your ſtrong hand; 
That ſturdy Oak could not your. Thunder ſtand. 
King. Richmond was next 3] had himin my Eye 3 
But.he was ſhelter'd by my Victory. 
| Such 


q - 
Such heaps of Bodies did obſtruct my way, 
That my own Conqueſts did-my Conqueſt ſtay, 
And Richmond for the ſafety of his Head 
Ow'dlefs unto the Living,then the Dead. [4 Charge is ſounded. 
Lovel. Hark / a freſh Charge they ſound ! thefe desp'rate men 
Rally their broken Force, to break again. | i 
Enter Souldier, Treaſon, Sir, Treaſon ! Stanly's falſe Brigade 
Have left your Colours, and our Men invade : 
Richmond in perſon leads them on; and all, 
That have oppos'd them, either flye, or fall. 
. King. Perfidious Slaves ! Ratclrfe, without delay 
Theſe Fatal Rings to Catesby's hands convey. 
I'le blaſt the Fruit of all their Victory : 
Strange, and the Princeſs ſhall together dye; 
Come;ſhew me Richmond:torT'le break through all [To the Sould, 
His Guards, and cruſh the Traytor with my fall. | Exit King,ec. 
Enter King,and Sir W.Stan. habited like Richmond at ſeveral doors. 
King. Hal isit he? now Fortune, thou art kind / 
Sir W. Stanly. Enjoy your wiſh 3 For Richmond here you find. 
Come, Sir, diſpatch this work the ſhorteſt way : 
Our ſingle hands will beſt decide the day. 
King. Agree'd : of all my StarsI ask no more ! 
Thou art the only Saint, whom I implore. | &iſ/ang bis Sword. 


They fight. 
Enter Rich, What Viſion's this, which does abuſe my eye ? 
[ with Souldiers. Richmond interpoſeth. 


Have I a Ghoſt, that walks before dye? 
Who ere thou art (bold Champion)ſhew thy Face : 
Thou doſt uſurp my Perſon, and my place. 

King. The Dragon's Teeth are ſown in Bſworth Field, 
Which does a Harveſt of arm'd Kichmonds yield ! 

[ Sir William Stanly pulls up the Vizour of his Helmet. 

Rich. Sir William Stanly] King. Traytor ! thy falſe heart 
Shall taſte my vengeance. Richmond. Hold, Sir; let my part 
Be acted firſt - .you needs muſt know this Face : 
The Shadow to the ſubftance muſt give place. 

Sir W. Stan, Great Sir, the Law of Arms proclaims my right; 
My Sword began it, and muſt end the Fight. - 
Le Richmond, 


_— | 

Richmond. Not a word more 3. or I ſhall look on you, 
As onthe worſt Uſurper of the two. 

King. End your contention : both employ'd ſhall be. 

Kich, This Sword, and Juſtice otherwiſe decree. | They fight. 

How great thy Fame had bin, hadſt thou been good![ the King fals. 

Purſue the flying 3 but ſpare Emglifh Blood. [ Ex. Sonld. in purſuit, 


King. Fate / art thou juſt ? what Crime is laid on me, 
But the reſemblance of thy Tyranny £ 


SinceI muſt loſe my Throne, I only crave, 
That nothing may be found beyond the Grave. [ dyes. 
Rich, Remove the Corps. Heaven, thou art juſt, and good ! 
So Tyrants riſe, and fo they fall in Blood. | 
My gallant likeneſs, you muſt now reveal 
The cauſe of this extravagance of Zeal, 
Sir IW. Stan, Great Sir, I took your ſhape, becauſe I knew, 
The Tyrant's Rage did chiefly aim at you. 
My Loyal care made me ambitious grow 
To rob you of your danger, and your Foe. TEE 
Richmond, My Perſon you in Fight ſo well became, 
That, what was like, I wiſh, had been the ſame. 
Enter Oxford. Sir, all the bus'neſs of the War is done : 
The Living and the Dead your Conquetit own : | 
The yielding Foe makes uſeleſs all our Swords, 
And for your Mercy only work affords. 
' Richmond. My Lord, when we are Duſt, our Race will know, 
How much this Day I to your Conduct owe : 
The Name of Yereto me, and mine ſhall be. Tre 
As high in Honour, as in Loyaltie.. ' [| Ezter Lord Stanly. 
O, my dear Friend ! muſt Irejoyce, or grieve | 
In this great Triumph 2 does the Princeſs live ? 
I* Stanly. Sir, ſhe does live 3 and her paſt dangers prove 
The glorious Marks, and Trophies of her Love - - 
Her faithful Page has all our Zeal out-done, 
And to redeem her Life, expos'd his own : 
My George his high Intentions did expreſs; 
But only Charlot's Courage had Succeſs. 


_ Richmond, Heaven can my Joys no farther now improve, 
SinceI am bleſtin Conqueſt, and in Love. 
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My faithful S#az1y, I ſhall need your care 
To proſecute the Bus'neſs of the War-:- - 
For I, my Lords, no longer can forbear 
Toſfee her free, whoſe glorious Chains I wear, © [| Exennt ozmey, 


The Scene is changed to the Cloiſter, where the Princeſs was retired, 
SCEN. VHII:;* 
Enter Lord Strange, Charlot. 


I Strange. Charlot, ſuch Faith, and Courage joyn'd in you 
Deſerv'd to finiſh what Taim'd to do. _ 

Charlot. My Lord, th' Event of my Deſign ſhould be 
Juſtly aſcrib'd to Fortune, not to me. | 

Strange. Thy modeſty does but encreaſe thy Glory, 

And leaves to future Age an uſeful Story. 

Charlot. WhatT have done deſerves no memory 3 
T little did, becauſe did not dye, 

And now, my Lord, it were my happieſt Lot, 
If I by all the World might be forgot. 

Stran. What means theſe words? Would youthe world forſake,- 
When your brave Deed does it ſo Happy make ? 
Foul Crimes have made their Authours deſperate: - 
But can the Good, and Proſperous their Lives hate £ 
Your Life's my Gift 3 Diſpoſe not of my Due 3 
For, as you ſav'd the Princeſs, I ſav'd you. 

Charlot. You did defeat me in my Souls chief Aim 
Of leaving Life with a reprochleſs Name. 

Strange. Some hidden Myſtery lies folded here ! 
But hark ! the glorious Richmond does draw neer. 

. [ The Trumpets ſound. 

Charlot. What ſhall I do? my ſhame will open 1ye - | to bzr#ſelf. 
Toall the World, and to a Parent's Eye.” 
Intheſe Extremes what can my Honour ſave ? | 
Relieve me, Heaven !. or hide me ina Grave! 
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SCEN, VILE 


Enter Earlof Richmond, Oxford, Chandew, and Attendants. 


_ Richmond. George, thou art now unpawn'd; thy courage ſhewn 
To Strange.] In our Concern ſpeaks thee a Starly's Son. 
My deareſt Boy, riſe up: thy Actions may [To Charlot. 
Diſpute with mine the Glory of the Day. 
'T would make a Monarch Bankrupt to beſtow 
T hat juſt Reward, which to thy Faith I owe. 
Chandew. What do my Eyes behold > It muſt be ſhes 
To himſeIf.] And her Diſguiſe reveals her Infamie. 
Richmond, Why ſpeak'ft thou not? when all the World's become 
To Charlot. | So loud in praiſing thee, canſt thou be dumb 2? 
Chandew, Muſt ſhe needs chuſe the moſt Conſpicuous Place 
Of the whole Earth, to blazon my Diſgrace £ 
Richmond. What ſudden damp does on thy ſpirits ſeiſe ? 
Chandew, Death of my Honeur, and my Souls Diſeaſe / 
To himſelf.) Thou art a Blot upon my Name, which 1 
Will raſe out with thy Life. Oxford. Sir I deſcry 
A ſtrange tranſport in my Lord Chandew too. 
Richmond. What Myſteries aretheſe my Lord, are you 
Concern'd inthat brave Youth # Chandew. Sir 'tis a Stray; 
From my Encloſures it [has broke away. 
Richmond. My Lord, be well advis'd : if you would gain 
My Credit, and our former Love maintain, 
Reproch himnot. Chandew. I cannot much delight, 
To bring that Creatures ſhame to publick (ight : 
Bur, Sir, in equal Juſtice you will.give 
To the right Owner's hands a Fugitive, 
Richmond, You muſt not your diſpleaſure thus expreſs, 
If you expect, I ſhall my Claim-releafe. | 
Charlot kneeling Sir, | am yours; and have deſery'd your Hate : 
to my L* Chandew.} O, let my Death end this unkind debate/ 
Take me, and take my Life 3 for 'tis your due - 
Firſt, as your Gift, and now by forfeit too. 
Chandew, Since thou haſt murder'd thy whole Family 


Offering 
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| [ Offering to kill Charlot. 
In their beſt Life (their Honour) thou ſhalt dye. 
Rich. Hold Chandew, hold. What means this furious Heat ? 
In which you both your ſelf, 4nd me forget. 
"Tis well, your merit weighs my anger down. 
Chandew, Pardon my Paſſion thus unruly grown - 
It did my (trength of Reaſon quite ſubdue. 
Rich, More, then my Pardon does belong to you. 
3ut I am wrackt with Doubts : Riſe, Boy, and free 
My tortur'd Thoughts from this Perplexitte. 
Charlot. O Sir; if I muſt here my Sins confeſs, 
This Poſture moſt becomes my Guiltinels : 
Andl this low ſubmiſſion doubly owe 
In preſence of my Prince, and Father too. . ; 
Rich, My Lord, are you his Father ? Chandew, Sir, that Name 
Turns my whole Life to Sorrow, and to Shame. 
Rich. Rather to Glory, and to Happineſs 3 
A better Son cannot a Parent bleſs. 
Oxford. Sir, I perceive, where all our Errour lyes ; 
Charlot, ſuppos'd his Son, his Daughter is. 
Rich. Tam oppreſt with Wonder / Charlof, riſe : 
Whilſt thy diſputed Sex deludes our eyes, 
Thou doſt to me a Guardian Angel ſeem, 
Which did the Princeſs ſacred Life redeem. 


Sg C E N. I K. 
Enter. Queen, Princeſs, and Attendants. 


Rich, Madam, at laſt Propitious Heaven affords 
Succeſ3 to the Endeavour of our Swords. 
Weat your Royal Feet our Perſons lay, 
And all the mighty Trophies of the Day. 
Princeſs. Sir, theſe Submiſſions muſt not come from you : 
No Homage from a Conqu'rer can be due. 
Your Laurel ſhould in Juſtice be a Crown, 
For all by double Conqueſt 1s your own. 
Rich, Bow gluriouſly your Servants you reward | FE 
I Tilt, 
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Princeſs, No, Sir ; fromthat Iam by Duty bar'd : 
A Parent's leave muſt firſt the Gift allow, 
Ere I the merited Reward beſtow. 
Richmond. Sway'd by my Loveto her, whom you love beſt, 
To the 9ucen.) | have unduly my Reſpects addreſt ; 
This Madam, for her ſake, you'l not reprove : 
All Laws of Ceremony yield to Love, 
Queen, What you oblige me in, needs no Excuſe :: 
And, Sir, I were unjuſt, ſhould Irefuſe 
My vote to ſuch a Publick Happineſs. 
May all the Powers above this Union bleſs! 
Richmond to 1 muſt with humble adoration kiſs 
the Been.) The Hand, which does confer ſo high a bliſs. 
Tothe Prin.) Now, Madam, what ſay you? Princeſs mult obey. . 
Rich, Succeeding Times ſhall magnify this Day, 
W hoſe Fruitful Joys ſhall flow to diſtant Age, 
And reſcue Nations from Rebellious Rage, 
But, Madam, in.this Publick Jubilee 
Charlot's Concerns muſt not neglected be - 
This Fav'rite to us both does newly find 
A Noble Father in my greateſt Friend ; 
And (what is yet more ſtrange) that Fathers Eye. 
Does here a Daughter, not a Son deſcry. 
Princeſs, I'm loſt in wonder : but what erc he be, 
Nao Sex can equal his great Loyaltie. 
Now Charlot, caſe my Mind, which longs to know 
 The&ſecret Cauſe, whence all theſeWonders flow. 
Charlot. Can any thing, but Love, ſuch Wonders do, 
Ag have diſguis'd the Soul, and Body too # 
Madam, I drunk my Poyſon when my Eye 
Did firſt his Image, whom you love,deſcry. 
I was too young to weigh, how far above 
The level of my Birth I rais'd my love. 
My wounded Heart in Bretany firſt bled ; - 
And, when our Exile thenee to Paris fled, 
Leaving my Home, my Parents, and my Shape, 
To follow him I made a bold Eſcape : 
Arg to his Service F foongain'd accels, - 


Helpt 
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Helpt by Induſtrious Love, and this feign'd dreſs. 
Princeſ;, Charlot, no Hiſtory ſhall ever ſhow 
So brave a Rival, and ſo kind a Foe. 
Pity, and Envy both attend thy Fate; 
Thou art more Generous, I more Fortunate. 
Richmond. Ah, gentle Charlot ! in a high degree 
Thou haſt at once oblig'd, and puniſh'd me - 
The Torment of great minds I undergo, 
Paying ſo little, where ſo much I owe. 
Strange. Sir, I want Merit ; but your Goodneſs may 
For Service yet to come advance my pay : 
Grant me your Favour 1n my great deſign 
Of off ring my Devotions at this Shrine. 
I long have known her, and with envious Eyes 
Have ſeen above my own her Vertiie riſe : 
But, Madam, now a double change we find ; [ To Charlot. 
For your Sex alter'd has transform'd my Mind : 
My Jealoufte grows Love; and what before 
With Envy I beheld, I now adore. 
Richmond. Thy Paſſion makes me happy 3 and I know, 
Your Father's Judgement will this choice allow. 
Her Fortune, as her Birth, ſhall equal you : 
Who marries her, marries our Favour too. 
Chandew, IT hope, that in this happy Bride, 
Your ſcrup'lous Honour now 1s fatisfi'd, 
Chandew. Not only fatisf'd, but much encreaſt ; 
Where I unhappy was, Inow am blet. 
Charlot. How much muſt I to ſuch Indulgence owe; 
As on the Guilty does Reward beſtow ? 
But, Sir, no Power can former Vows releaſe, 
Which bar me from this proffer'd happineſs. 
Ambitious Flames will ever upwards tend ; 
They may their Obje&loſe, but ne're deſcend. 
Mine ſtill ſhall rife, and in a Cloiſter chuſe 
The laſting Love of an Immortal Spoule. 
Strange. Ah! leave usnot : Heaven wants you leſs, then we. 
Princeſs, Vertue will leave that Land, which loſeth thee. 
Charlot. All Vertue ſtays; when you are left behind. 
Madam, in vain you urge my ſetled Mind. 
] 2 SCEN. 


(64) 
SCEN. X. 


Enter L, Stanly, 


L, Stanly, The Field does want you, Sir ; The Souldiers- call 
With loud Impaticnce for their General. 


In this days Booty they the Crown have found ; 
Andall cry out, that Richmond muſt be crown'd. 

Richmond, My Lord, they ſhould their duty better know); 
For common Hands mult not the Crown beſtow. 


L, Stanly, High (welling Torrents you as ſoon may ſwage, 
As ſtop the Current of their Loyal Rage. 


Princeſs. Ccme, Sir, theſe Mutineers I long to ſee 3 
For I muſt joynin the Confpiracie. 

Richmond, He, Madam, whoto you has rais'd his atm, 
To more, then Crowns, and Scepters laysa Claim. 


[ Enter Sir William Stanly bringing the Crown, with Officers and 
Souldiers in a Military Pomp. | © 


Sir W. Stanly. Behold the nobleſt Spoil of Boſworth Field 7 
This is the Fruit which now your Laurels yield. 

Richmond. To this great Trophy, Madam, you are born, 
Which by a Royal Beauty muft be worn. 7h 

Princeſs, The Crown 1s yours, becauſe 1a Battel found 
And, Sir, as Conquerour you mult be crown'd. 

Richmond. By right of Conqueſt it belongs to you ; 
For you did firſt the Conquerour ſubdue. 

Sir W. Stanly. Madam, pray order my obedient hand, 
Which waits to place it by your high Command. 

Princeſs.. Come Sirsz you muſt ſubmit to this great Weight; 

[ The Princeſs, and Sir William Stanly put the Crown on the 

Earl of Richmond's Head. 


The People cry,Long live King Henry the 7. 
Impos'd by us and by the Handof Fate. 


King Henry 5*, Since Madam I muſt yield to wear the Crown, 
By this Submiſſion I your Title owne. 


I wear it, as a publick Mark to ſhew 
My Power totheſe, my Fealty to you... 


Sir 


(65) 
Sir W. Stanly. Richard is ſlain, Richmond is crown'd : and now 


To the Princeſs.” have perform'd the chiefeſt of my Vow. 
T ſhall hereafter only Glory woo, 


Andall that Glory place in ſerving yon. 
Princeſs, That your great Merit recompens'd may he, 
I give you all, that's undifpos'd of me : 
T his ſeems a Gift, but it does ſubſtance want 3; 
All was convey'd by a preceding Grant. 
Sir V.Stazly, Madam, did not the fulneſs of your Joys - 
The weight of my afflictions connrerpoiſe, 
I ſhould in ail the Triumphs, which adorn 
Our ſhining Conqueſt, be condemn'd- to mourn. 
My miſery with others Joy begins, 
Lofing as much, as mighty Richmond wins. 
Princeſs. In Honour nobly gain'd the Generous mind 
Does all the Charms of Love, and Empire find. 
K. Hen, 5%, Were not ſafe both in my (ef, and Her, 
Stanly, thy dang'rous merit I ſhould fear 3 
Yet ſuch a Rival no diſtruſt can move, 
Whodid uſurp my danger, not my Love. 
Princeſs. His Siſter's merits too muſt be confeſt, 
Whoſe Faith ſhin'd out, when I was moſt diſtreſt. 
[ Enter Priour with his Companions. 
Priour. The Church with Hymns anſwers the Peoples voice : 
Both Heaven and Earth at your ſucceſs rejoice. 
I have a Bleſiing from the Clergy brought, 
Who pray'd with no leſs ardour than your fought. 
K, Hen, 7. We ſcarce have ſubjectleft for farther Prayer 3 
Our Wiſhes by our Joys exhauſted are, 
Nor will Heaven's Bounty in our Perſons end 53. 
On all our Race theſe Bleſſings ſhall deſcend. - 


FINIS. 


EPILOGUE 


| Ichard is dead ; and now begins your Reign: 
Let not the Tyrant live in you again. 
For though one Tyrant be a Nation s Curſe, 
Yet Commonwealths of Tyrants are much worſe : 
Their Name is Legion, And a Rump ( you know) 
1: Cruzlty all Richards does ontgo. 
Firſt then by ASs of Grace your Power declare : 
Newly inſtall d, all Princes gracious are ; | 
All leſſer Crimes within their Pardon fall ; 
And Poets Sins are not held Capital. 
For yonr own ſake you muſt ſome Mercy ſhew : 
A&t not the Tyrant's Part, leſt we a6 you. 
A formal Critick with his wiſe Grimace 
Will on the Stage appear with no ill grace : 
Moft of that Trade in this Cenſorious Age 
Have little of the Poet, but his Rage : 
Perhaps old Johnſon's Gall may fill their Pen 
But where's the Tudgment, and the Salt of Ben £ 
Yet for himſelf our Autheur does declare 
All that ſut here, bis Lawful Tudges are : 
For 'tis but juſt, that in our lawleſs days, 


Since all Men write, all Men ſhould judge of Plays. 


